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T O 
T HE R E A D E R. 


HE inimitable and immortal Shakeſpear, a- 
bout a hundred and thirty years ſince, wrote 
a play on this ſubject, and called it, The Life of 
King Henry V. Mine is a new fabric; yet I 
built on his foundation: and the reader, I am as» 


fraid, will too eaſily diſcover, without the uw of 


a compariſon, in what places I am indebted to him. 


The ſucceſs which this tragedy will meet with”. 


on the ſtage, is a. matter of no conſequence, If it 
were otherwiſe, I ſhould be ſorry to have miſtaken, 
ſo unſeaſonably, the taſte of the faſhionable. There 
is a kind of dumb drama, a new and wonderful 
diſcovery ! that places the wit in the heels. And 
the experience of both our theatres might have 
taught any writer, but fo dull a one as I am, that 
the Harlequins are gentlemen of better intereſt 
than the Harrys, > 

The maſters of the ſtage act like very diſcreet 
judges, in falling in with a humour which they 


could not have oppoſed but to their diſadvantage; 
What have they to do with Reafon, to whom Folly 


13 moſt profitable ? To fail with wind and 
tide, is ſafeſt and moſt eaſy : nor is it any'part of 


r ls + 


their buſineſs, to ſtem the current of the times, and © 


be wiſe, with empty boxes. | 
No French 7ricks, however, in the days of my 


hero, were able to ſtand before him. Fortune fas 


voured him then, againſt incredible odds ! And 
who knows, (if the ladies will forgive me the pre- 
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iv PREFACE 


ſumption of comparing ſmall things with grea!) 
but he may now become a match even for ennuchs 
and Merry- Andrews ! 

Yet the victory at Agencourt was an action not 
more wonderful | And it is, I fear, become im- 
poſſible, ſince I have imprudently neglected to liſt 
thoſe ſquadrons of /ight-armed forces, which have 
ſo often won the day for our leaders in modern 
poetry. | 

How poor a thing is fame, when ſo wretchedly 
caballed for! It is hard to diſtinguiſh, which is 
ſtrangeſt and moſt ridiculous ; the noiſe and vio- 
lence of ſuch applauſe, in its firſt breaking out, or 
the ſuddenneſs with which it flattens and leaves the 
monſters aground! like that ſtraggling ſhoal of 
whales which the ſea has lately lifted into the mea- 
dows of Hamburg. 

Atter all, I am ſanguine enough to hope, that 
a taſte for tragedy may be reſtored. Yet 
who would not deſpair of it, when it is deſerted by 
thoſe great ſpirits, whoſe paſt actions muſt adorn 
it! When a name may be read in the liſt of 
opera- directors, which will furniſh the poets of 
ages yet to come with as wonderful a character! 
and with conqueſts gained as nobly over the French 
and Spaniſh arms; as any of the Edwards or the 
Henrys have left us, by the moſt glorious of their 
ancient victories | p 

But, in all events, I will be eaſy ; who have no 
better reaſon to wiſh well to poetry, than my love 
for a miſtreſ I ſhall never be married to : for, 
whenever I grow ambitious, I ſhall wiſh to build 
higher ; and owe my memory to ſome occaſion of 
more importance than my writings. : 


December 5. ey | 
1723. g A. HIL I. 


ö cog. P R O- 


þ », - 2 * 3 N | hu. «a þ 
r Ph. ih. Erl 
: * 4588 

y 5 91 1 9 

— . * 


© 
#. 
— 
4 


F 
* 


Spoke by Mr WIL ES. 


FR om it's old ruins, ſhadou' d oer with bays, 


We draw ſome rich remains of Shakeſpear's praiſe. 
The ſound bids charm'd attention wake z 
And our aw'd ſcenes, with conſtivus rev*rence, ſhake | 


Shakeſpear ! 


Arduous the task, to mix with Shakeſpear's muſe ! 

Raſh game ! where all who play are ſure to loſe. 

Yet what our author cou d, he dar'd to try; 

And kept the fiery pillar in his eye. 

Led by {ch light as wou'd not let him ſtray, 

He pick'd out ſtars * Shakeſpear's milky way. 
Hid in the cloud of battle, Shakeſpear's care, 

Blind with the duſt of war, oerlook'd the fair: 

Fond of their fame, we ſhew their influence here, 

And place em twinkling through war's ſmoky ſphere. 

Without their aid, we loſe Love's quick'ning charms ; 

And fallen Virtue mopes, in ſteril arms. 

Now, rightly mix'd, th enliven'd paſſions move: 

Love ſoftens 57 and war 2 7 love. 
Gh ! — cry'd that tou ring genius of the 7 

When firſt his Henry has - former age * 

« Oh! for a muſe of fire, our canſe to friend, 

« That might Invention's brighteſt heav'n aſcend ! 

« That, for a ſtage, a kin — might be ſeen ! 

« Princes to act, grac'd with their native mien : 

% Aud monarchs, 10 behold the ſwelling ſcene ! 

« Then, like himſelf, /hou'd warlike Harry riſe : 

% And, fir d with all his fame, blaze in your eyes ! 


« Sword, Fire, and Famine, with impatient grin ! 
« Should, fawning dreadful ! but for orders, ſtay : 
« Ad, at his nod, ſtart, horrible ! away.” 

No barren tale amuſe, oy He imparts ; 
But points example at your kindling hearts. 


Mark, in their Dauphin, to our 1 oppos'd, 
diſclos'd ; 
3 


The diff rent genius of the realms 
- A 


* 


i 


& Crouch'd at his heels, and, like fierce hounds, leaſh'd in, 


22 9 


pn 0O L oO Gu E. 


5 2 the N levity — vain, — boaſtful, — N 
ancing in death, — gay, wanton, fierce, and A 
Here, ith a ſilent 2 temper d — / E 
Calmly reſol d, our Engliſh boſom: beat. 

Art is too poor, to raiſe the dead, tis true : 
But Nature does it, by their worth, in you ! 
Your blood, that warm d their veins, ſtill flows, the ſame ; 
Still feeds your valour, and ſupports their fame. 

Oh ! let it waſte no more, in civil jar; 
But flow, for glorious fame, in foreign war. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


King HE NR x, Mr Booth. 2 
Davrnin, | Mr Wilks. bog 
King of FRANKE, Mr Thurmond. 1 
Princeſs CATHARINE, Mrs Oldfield. $0 
HARRIE x, Mrs Thur mond. 5 
CHARLOT, Mrs Campbell. a 
Duke of EX ETER, Mr Ml. 

Duke of Io RR, Mr Cory. 

Lord Sc RO Ox H, Mr Williams. 

Dake of BO URS Ox, Mr Bridgwater. 
Duke of ORLEANS, Mr Wat/or.. 

Earl of CamBRIDGE, Mr Mills, jun. 

Sir Thomas GREY, Mr Dates.  _ 
FRENCH OFPFICER, Mr Roberts. 


Guards gtendants, Re. 


* 


= _ ry” iu 
—— —— e 
- 


k. H f N NR 1 . 


N, 


The Conqueſt of FRAN 0 E by the 


ENGLISH. 


1c r l . 


The Engliſh camp before Harfleur. 
A chair of ſtate. 


Enter Exeter, York, Cambridge, Scroop, Grey. 
Ex. N OW, France, ſtand firm —— See, where 
grea 
With thund'ring ſummons, ſhakes the gate 
of Harfleur, 
Camb. 'Dreadfully footed on thy boaſtful ſhore, 
We feel thy trembling genius bend beneath us. 
And ſilken Dalliance ſleeps in duſty wardrobes ; 
Now thrive the armourers ; and Honour's flame 
Grey. Even the ſlow ruſtic, ſir d by fierce example, 
To buy the horſe, now ſells the lighted paſture. 
mines! 
Her ſhouting cities pour their people forth, 
High in the air ſits wakeful Expectation ! +. 
And covers a drawn ſword wich erowns auen, 


t Henry's hand, 
And riſing war dawns horrible upon thee ! 
Scr. Now all the youth of England are on fire, 
Burns in the beating breaſt of each rous'd ſoldier. 
Yerk O, noble friends! now! now! our England 
To aid their matchleſs King, with wing d deſire: 
Promis d to Henry, and his oY followers, . 2 


X. HENRY v. o, 41. 

e. The French, alarm'd at our fo ſwift invaſion, 

- Shake, in their fears; and, with pale policy, 

Seek to (ok our threat'ning : 

Encourag'd too, perhaps, by paſt ſucceſs 

They hope to find ſome hollow breaſt among us. 3 

O England ! model to thy inward greatneſs ! 2 

Thou little body with a mighty heart! | J 
7 


What mightſt thou not attain, that honour wiſhes, 
Were all thy children kind and natural ! 
Were all thy ſubjects worthy their great King 
Grey. The courſes of our glorious maſter's youth 
Promis'd not this k 
Camb. The joy that's leaſt expected bleſſes double. 3 
Ex. The breath no ſooner left his father's body, : 
But wildneſs, mortify'd in him, dy'd too; , 
Sadden and bright, in that one dazzling moment, 
Conſideration, like an angel, came, | A 
And ſtript th* offending darkneſs from his ſoul ; A 
Never was ſuch a fadden ſcholar made; } 
Never came reformation in a flood, * 
With ſuch an heady current as in him! 1 
York. Hear him but reaſon in divinity, + 
And all admiring, with a raviſh'd zeal, 
The pious audience with their King a prelate ! 
If he unravel the thick web of policy, 
The wond'ring ſtateſman ſpeaks his praiſe in bluſhes : 
If he but talk of war, the liſt'ners hear I 
A battle's terror, in the charms of muſic ; 
Soon as he ſpeaks, the hurried air grows calm, 
And dumb amazement dwells on every car! 
Ex. How wondrous was the progreſs of theſe virtues ? 
Scr. So grows the ſtrawberry beneath the nettle, 
And wholeſome berries thrive, and ripen beſt, 
Neighbour d by fruit of baſer quality: 
Thus our wiſe King, obſcuring contemplation 
Under the borrow'd veil of youthful wildneſs, 

Grew, like the ſummer - graſs, faſteſt by night. , 
Camb. What anſwer, think ye, will the King return 
To this French embaſſy ? the proffer'd Princeſs 
kad hardly goes ſtem the ride of war, 
Wau d they er giye up ſome provinces; 

Bur that r of eir Salic law, 


„ 


They hide them in a net, to wrong your title. 


1 ” * 
4 


sc. 1. Tur ConQuesr or Francs. 
ne frown'd,on, as 'twas urg'd ! 

Ex. He hears all gravely, 

And now, retir'd, as is his conſtant cuſtom, ' . 

In private, weighs their words, and fuits his anſwer : 
See, where he comes, and ſmiles with awful goodneſs! 
Omnes, Health to your Majeſty. 


Enter King Henry, and ſits. 


K. Hen. Uncle of Exeter! and faithful York ! 
And you, Lord Scroop! Cambridge, and Grey, try'd 
| friends ! 

In whom a king may ſafely lodge dependence! 
* Concerning this new plea, fo warmly urg'd 
By theſe ambaſſadors ? we pray you, tell us, 
= Why that fond Salle law they have in France, 
O ſhou'd, or ſhou'd not, bar our right of claim? 
Be careful how you wreſt, or bend, the truth; 
Speak cautiouſly, and give us well-weigh'd counſel. 

Ex. Clear is your title, as the ſun, dread Sovereign! 

There is no ſeeming ſpot to dim your claim; 
Por while they vainly plead this Salic law, 
Too bar your race from urging female right, 
> Unmindfu}, that their own three royal races, 
All, from the female, drew the imperial ſway, 


K. _ at ſays th* experienc'd Duke of York to 
” this? 0 6 5 
York. A truch fo kndwn can leave no room for doubt; 
Fold not your bloody enſigns, mighty leader 
Look back on your moſt fam'd of famous anceſtors, 
Who firm'd this envy'd claim you now purſue; 
And here, in France, o'erthrew all France's power! 
Whilſt his pleas'd father, on a neighb'ring hill, 
Hemm'd with unbuſied ſquadrons, looking on, 
Stood ſmiling, conſcious of the worth he gave. 
K. Hen. Call in the French ambaſſador ; for now 
We ſtand confirm'd yet more, — and, by Heaven's help, 
And yours, the noble ſinews of our power, 
Frartce being ours, we'll bend it to our a 
Or break it iuto picces. 


Enter 


10 K. HENRY V. ox, Act 1. 


Enter the Duke of Bourbon, attended: by French offcer-. 


Not to anſwer  _ 

The weak objections you have urg'd to-day, 

We wou'd be glad to hear that other meſſage 

From our good couſin Dauphin —— He, we're told, 

Has ſent us rugged greeting; pray ye ſpeak it. 
Bour. Pleaſe it your Majeſty to give me leave, 

Freely to render what he gave in charge! 

Or ſhall I, ſparingly, ſhow you, far off, ” 

The Dauphin's meaning, foften'd o'er with ſhadings ? 
K. Hen. We are no tyrant, but a Chriſtian king, 

Our paſſions are the ſubjects of our reaſon : 

Therefore with an uncurb'd and vigorous plainneſs, 

Speak out the Dauphin's meaning. 
Bour. Thus then in brief: 

Your Majeſty, invading France, in claim 

Of certain dukedoms, which you call your right, 

By your great predeceſſor, the Third Edward ; 

In anſwer to this hope, our prince, the Dauphin, 

Says, that your aim ſavours too much of youth, 

And bids you be advis'd : — there's n in France, I 

That with a nimble galliard can be won; 2 

You cannot revel into dukedoms here! 

He therefore ſends yon, ſuited to your ſpirit, 

A tun of treaſure, and in lieu thereof, 

He begs you let the dukedoms that you claim, 

Hear no more of you — This the Dauphin ſpeaks. p 
K. Hen. What treaſure, uncle ? 1 
Ex. Tennis- balls, my Liege ! 1 
K. Hen. We are glad the Dauphin is ſo pleaſant with 

And that he feels his country's wa fo lightly : Jus, 

We'll furniſh fitter balls ere long, than theſe, 

And, if he ſtands his challenge, play a ſett, 

Shall ſtrike his father's crown into the hazard: 

He with miſtaken inſult wrongs our nature, 

Who, by our wild days paſt, wou'd judge the preſent : 

I have, 'tis true, in England, flept too long, 

And, with a ſpendthrift's raſhneſs, waſted fame 

But tell the Napphin, I will keep my tate, 

Lock like a , and ſpread my fails of greatneſs, 
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Se. i. Tur ConqQuesr or France. . It 
1eT [ have rowd mo in my throus of Frints. | 
f [King riſes. 
2X Your pleaſant prin — will ener x his br Lac: reproach, 
& When his proud ſoul, c its vengeince, 
5 Shall anſwer to the widows, and the 1 
Whoſe huſbands, and whoſe fathers, falling towers, 
1 Shall bury quick beneath their batter'd ruins; * 
So get you hence in youre Give em ſafe conduct. 
[Exit Duke of Bourbon. 
Now, gallant friends! the foul of England miles ; 
0] glorious York ! old as thou art, and drooping, 
1 ſleepy ſpirits, rous'd by our country's * 
Start into force, and ſnatch at future action. 


| Enter an officer from the town, attended by French ſaldiers. 


Offc. The citizens of Harfleur, much diſtreſs d, 
: *Twixt loyalty and danger, greet your Majeſty. 
K. Hen. How yet reſolve they? As I am a ſoldier, 
A name, that, in my thoughts, becomeg me beſt, 
If I am forc'd to finiſh but yon battery, 
I'll bury your raſh city in her aſhes; 
2 The gates of mercy ſhall be ſhut againſt ye, 
And the fleſt'd foldier, and card of heart, 
In liberty of bloody Na n range, 
Wich conſcience wide as hell. Wat is't to me, 
If then blind war, when you yourſelves are cauſe, 
Match his foul actions to his ſmear d complexion 7 
If your low d infants ſhall be mow'd like graſs, 
And your pure vi meet hot violation; 
What rein can hold licentious wickedneſs, 
When down the hill he drives his fierce career ? 
= Therefore, while yet the cool and temperate breeze 
Of conduct overblows theſe clouds of rapine, 
Take pity of of your town, and ſpare your people, 
Offic. Their expectation has this day an end; 
The Danphin, whom for ſuccour they intreated, 7 
2 em, that his powers are not yet ready; 8 
erefore, great King l they yield to your] 2 
N their gates, diſpoſe of them and weilly 
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K. Hen. Stay, Scroop, and hold our forces fir for motion. f 
[Exennt, with the French and Engliſh /o/diers, 3 
King Henry, Excter, York. 9 

Scr. My Lord of Cambridge, and Sir Thomas Grey | 
It happens well that we are nie op — | 8 
Our hope grows rich ! The Daup les nothing; M1 
The million of bright gold which we — f 
Whate'er we with, is ours, ſo Henry dies. 

Camb. My leuers ſpeak the ſame. 

Grey. And mine ; but tell me, 
Think ye not this too much ? This death of Henry ? 
There, treaſon ſeems to wear too deep a prain ! 

Camb. I cou'd be better pleas'd, were that excus'd us. 
Why ſhou'd it not ſuffice, that our intelligence, 
Securely blaſting all his fear'd deſigns, 
Prevents the threaten'd ill, and faves their kingdom. | 

Scr. In faith, my friends! theſe doubts diſgrace our 


e. 

The man who pauſes in the paths of treaſon, 
Halts on a quickſnd, the firſt ſtop aun him ! 4 
Why muſt I urge fo oft your wrongs by Henry ? 5 
Have you not both been ſufferers? —You, Lord Cambridge? 
Is not your blood wrong'd ? York's great houſe dethron d? 
And your juſt claim robb'd of a crown, your due: 

What is a cauſe, if this can fail to move you ? 

What vile indignities this Henry's hate 

Has heap'd upon your perſon ! — He's my friend! 
My boſom-partner ! Yet, like Roman Brutus, 

I ſacrifice his love to peace and liberty. 

Why look you pale then? and grow ſick with horror ? 
He who betrays a prince he fears to kill, 

Like ſome raſh madman, holds a lion's tail, 

While the check'd beaſt turns back in rage, and tears 


him. 
Camb. More than the thoughts of death I hate this 
I hate his name, his race, his intereſt, perſon 3 
To you, Lord Scroop, I lend a daring will, 
Point out thſhſneans, and lead me at your pleaſure. 
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tion. WF Grey. I cannot love a man, who loves not me z 
lier, FT brice have I miſs'd a ſuit I ſtoop'd to kneel for, 
Nad thrice ſeen low- born peaſant-clowns ſupplant me; 
7 ! oradges in war! the brawny works of nature! 
Sturdy-limb'd ruffians, fam'd for fiſt, aud foot- ball; 
; 7 Broad · ſnoulderd rogues, ſtrong - built to carry annour, 
If The human ſumpter-mules of haughty Harry! | 
Fellows whoſe ſouls ſeem'd ſeated in their ſtomachs ! 
The curſe of poverty involve my fortune, 
I I forget the ſcorn, till I've reveng'd it. 
Scr. To-night, aſſembled in my tent, we'll weigh 
The faireſt means to reach the point in view; 
Mean while — a ſecret this ! — You both remember 
The lovely Harriet, my dead brother's daughter? 
* Crey. Alas! poor Harriet! ſhe, too, owes much to 
The lawleſs rover, ere his father dy'd, LHenry! 
While che griev'd nation rung with his debauches, 
Baͤullied your hapleſs niece's virgin innocence, 


The Kingdom's cares, reclining on his breaſt, 


A ſharp memento, to remind her daily, 
That even her pride was owing to her ſhame ! 

Camb. Something like this, report brought ſcatter d to 
I grieve to find it true — and hop'd it ſlander; ¶ me: 
Th' unhappy lady, doubtleſs, feels much wo. 

Scr. No wo, my Lord, the blood of Scroop diſdains it; 
Her ſoul, too ſtrong for grief, boaſts nobler paſſions ; 
Stung with the pointed ſenſe of ſhame, and ſcorn, _ 
She labours with revenge, and aids my plottings ; 
Shading her charms beneath a boy's appearance, 

She baifles the keen eye of watchful policy, 

And works out wonders for the cauſe we ſtrive in: 

Six days are paſt, ſince I diſpatch'd her hence 

To the French camp, whence I expect her hourly, 

With notices of more than vulgar import! 8 
My Lord, ſhe comes perhaps twould bSitco ſudden 
At once to greet her with confeſs'd deteftion ; 

11 B Pleale 


14 K. HENRY v. or, Ad 1. 


Pleaſe you a moment to retire, and leave me, 
By gradual preparation to inſtra& her, 
How ſafely ſhe may truſt you with her ſtory. 
Camb. The caution is well weigh'd. 
Crey. Purſue your purpoſe. 2 
[Exernt Cambridge and Grey. 
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Enter Harriet. 


Ser. Welcome thou guardian genius of thy country! - 
Born to revenge thy own and all our wrongs ! 
Welcome as peace to Scroop, or war to Henry. 
Har. O, uncle! muſt this man for ever flouriſh ? 
Harfleur, as I now paſs'd, receiy'd him conqueror : 
How long will he eſcape the woes he pives ! 
When will he fall, and the wrong'd world have juſtice ? 
But down, iy heart — to-morrow, from the Dauphin, 
Your hopes, I think, will all find happy end. 
Ser. Saw you this peerleſs pride of France, this Ca- 
tharine ? | 
Our camp is fill'd with rumours of her beauty. 1 
Har. by Heav'n there's meaning in that 
queſtion, 
And not in vain theſe French ambaſſadors 
Have urg'd the match with Catharine O! no ſooner 
They ſpread the net, than canght the willing prey 21 
This traitor king, this ruiner of woman, 7 
Fir'd with her praiſe, grows mad to have her his; 3 
More to undo me, he would blaſt himſelf; 
To heap more ſhame, more miſery on my head, | 
Wonu'd meanly wed his country's enemy, 1 
And lull a wife to ſleep with my curſt ſtory. "v5 
Ser. Quiet the jealous fiend that ſtarts within thee, = 
And quell - theſe furious ſallies of thy ſoul. i 
'There is ſome reaſon in thy fears, but none 
In thy wild tranſports. 
—_ Reaſon ! I 2 * _ | 
is that which gives an edge to all my ſufferings 
Am I not loſt, difgrac'd, forſaken, ſcorn'd ? 


e my love? | 
Has not the man I doted on, deſtroy'd me? - 
He, for whoſe fake I had no ear for honour ! 
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Has he not left me like a common creature, 

Ind paid me like a proſtitute? death find him ! 

las he not offer'd me a ſaucy penſion, 

FT old out the hire of infamy ? and judg'd 

Wealth an equivalent for my undoing 

Has he not dar'd all this ? 2 > — now, 

While my diſgrace is new, freſhblown, and flagrant, 
Now, — be think to live, and wed another ! 
Calm! No let cottage-ſools, with hel * ſighs, 
gBewail their ruin'd innocence 
2 charg'd with hate, and pride, as out in paſſion, 

Bold as my wrongs, and dreaful as my purpoſe. 

» Scr. At leaſt be moderate, till 

Har. Touch me not ———— 

5 | For there's a flame that blazes round my heart, 

3 mwI catch, and burn you up, like fire-touch'd flax ' 

> Wou'd you be heard with patience, teach my fury, 

j Inſtruct my wiſhes; let me learn a way 

© To leave my outſtript will behind my vengeance; 

*> Teach me to hunt him through the night's ſtill dreams ; 

2+ To pinch, his ſoul with wo, his heart with pain, 

Jo rack his reſtleſs thoughts with diſcontent, 

To wear away his life in endleſs agony, 

And feaſt upon the joy of his deſtruction. 

Scr. Retire, where leſs obſery'd, I may convince thee, 

That this new-offer'd match is yet an embryo z 

Is yet rejected, and, perhaps, diſlik'd,.! 

Por I but doubt from ſome dark words of Henry's, 
What you, with wild exceſs of fear, confirming, 
Wich needleſs rage perplex your hurried. ſoul, 

And drive th unwilling torment through your boſom. | 
1 Har. And was it only doubt then? Pardon me, 
In generons pity of my loſt condition 

Who that is wrong'd like me, can ſit down tamely, 

And, with dull eſs, bleſs th' undoer's wiſhes ? 

IX You have forgiv'n me —— but the barb'rous world 

Meet me with ſpeakin Z ches, and ſilent ſcorn; 

The baleful er of each proud girl upbraids me; 
Where-e'er I go, ſome new-born anguiſh finds me : 
And, when I firive to drown the hated memory 

Of my paſt guilt, ſome keen reproach, unmeant, 
Strikes on the jarring * — my ſoul, 
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Pleaſe you a moment to retire, and leave me, 
By gradual preparation to inſtru her, 
ow fafely'the may traſt you with her ſtory. 
Camb. The caution-is well weigh'd. 
Grey. Purſue your purpoſe. 


Enter Harriet. 


Scr. Welcome thou guardian genius of thy country! 
Born to revenge thy own and all our wrongs ! 
Welcome as peace to Scroop, or war to Henry. 

Har. O, uncle! muſt this man for ever flouriſh ? 
Harfleur, as I now paſs'd, receiv'd him conqueror : 
How long will he eſcape the woes he gives! 
When will he fall, and the wrong'd world have juſtice ? 
But down, big heart — to-morrow, from the Davphin, 
Your ＋ think, will all find happy end. 
Ser. you —_ peerleſs pride of France, this Ca- 


4 


Our camp is fill'd with rumours of her beauty. 


queſtion, 

And not in vain theſe French ambaſſadors 
Have urg'd the match with Catharine —— Ol no ſooner 
They ſpread the net, than canght the willing prey ! 
This traitor king, this ruiner of woman, 
Fir'd with her praiſe, grows mad to have her his ; 
More to undo me, he would blaſt himſelf ; 
To heap more ſhame, more miſery on my head, 
Wou'd meanly wed his country's enemy, 
And lull a wife to ſleep with my curſt ſtory. 

Scr. Quiet the jealous fiend that ſtarts within thee, 
And quell - theſe furious ſallies of thy ſoul. 
There is ſome reaſon in thy fears, but none 
Jn thy wild tranſports. 

Har. Rcaſon ! —— I deteſt it ————_—_— 
'Tis that which pives an edge to all my ſufferings ! 
Am I not loſt, difgrac'd, forſaken, ſcorn'd ? 
- bat or Sg my love ? LORIN 5; 
Has not the man I doted on, d me?] - 


| de 
He, for whoſe fake I had no ear for honour! | 


Har. by Heav'n there's meaning in that | 


[Exennt Cambridge and Grey. | 


I | 
I. Wc. 1. Tur ConQuasr or France, 15 


F Haas he not teft me like a common creature, 
nd paid me like a proſtitute? — death find him! 
aas he not offer'd me a ſaucy penſion, 
rold out the hire of infamy ? and judg'd 
Wealth an equivalent for my undoing ? 
Hlas he not dar'd all this ? Say ven — now, 
While my diſgrace is new, fre , and flagrant, 
Now, —ç he think to live, and wed another ! 
Calm? No let cottage-fools, with helpleſs ſighs, 
= Bewail their ruin'd innocence my ſoul, 
Full charg'd with hate, and pride, breaks out in paſſion, 
4 Bold as my wrongs, and dreaful as my purpoſe. 
Sar. At leaſt be moderate, till 


> Har. Touch me not ———— 
1 For there's a flame that blazes round my heart, 
Will catch, and bum you up, like fire-touch'd flax; 
Wou'd you be heard with patience, teach my fury, 
In ſtruct my wiſhes; let me learn a way 
To leave my outſtript will behind my vengeance ; 
*2 Teach me to hunt him through the night's ſtill dreams; 
I To pinch, his ſoul; with wo, his heart with pain, 
2 To rack his reſtleſs thoughts. with diſcontent, 
To wear away his life in endleſs. agony, 
And feaſt upon the joy of his deſtruction. . 
Kc!er. Retire, where leſs obſerv'd, I may conyince thee, 
2 That this new-offer'd match is yet an —_— on 
Is yet rejected, and, perhaps, diſſik a ! 
Por I but doubt from ſome dark words of Henry's, 
What you, with wild exceſs of fear, confirming, - 
Wich needleſs rage perplex your hurried ſoul, 
And drive th' unwilling torment through your boſom. 
Har. And was it only doubt then? Pardon me, 
8 In rr pity of my loſt condition | 
Who that is wrong'd like me, can ſit down tamely, | _ 
And, with dull eſs, bleſs th' undoer's wiſhes ! 
You have forgivn me —— but the barb'rous world 
Meet me with ſpeaking Jes, and ſilent ſcorn ; 
The baleful brow of each proud girl upbraids me; 
Where-c'er I go, ſome new-born anguiſh finds me z 
28 0 7 five drown the hated memory 
my ilt, ſome keen reproach, unmeant, 
Strikes on the jarring e my ſoul, al | 
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And rouſes che pale image of my ſhame : 9 
Heav'n! muſt the traitor man purſue our ſex, 
With reſtleſs artifice, and labour'd vileneſs; 
Hunt us h all the wiles and turns of caution, 
Till tir'd with vain defence, his ſnares ſurround us; 
And ſhall he then, when, pitying his feign'd torments, 
We give him up our all —— ſhall he then ſhun us ? 
With cold diſdain, or curſt indifference, 
Repay the fierceneſs of a flame he rais'd ? 
And ſhall we not reyenge the traitor's falſehood ! 
Religion never ſpoke it only ſaints, 
And cool-foul'd hermits, mortified with care, 
And, bent by age and palſies, whine out maxims, 

ri 
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Which their briſk youth had bluſh'd at. 
Ser. Gentle Harriet! F 
No more — the means are ripening for a purpoſe, 
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Which, once ſucceſsſul, will repay thy ſorrows 
Back on his head, who caus'd them ; —P— thou ſhatt 
have means 

To attend Exeter to the French camp; 

There furthering our intent, as I'll inſtruct thee, 

Crown wiſh'd revenge, and diſappoint this marriage. 
Har. O! uncle, you are wiſe, and ſhall conduct me; 

Loſt as I am, I dare beyond my ſex : 4 

is ſcorn'd, when life becomes a burden ; 44 
And yet, my ſoul, impartially ſevere, 
Say, what but thy own weakneſs caus'd this ruin ? 


Cou'd women be, at once, in love, and wiſe, 
And drive the tell · tale ſoftneſs from their eyes; 
Th' en d tempter could not, then, betray, 
Aw'd by cola looks, thoſe rabs in 'S way 3 
Then all his arts would ſooth our ſex in vain, 
Nor hours of bliſs be paid with years of pain. 
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ACT U. SCENE I. 
SCEN E, The French camp. 


King of France, Dauphin, Duke of Orleans, as in 
Council. 


= Fr. King. in of Orleans, is their march confirm'd ? 
" Orl. "Tis certain they have paſs'd the ri- 
4 ver Soam, 
And fear may teach us, from our late examples, 
That we can never be too provident; | 
For England her approaches makes, as ficrce, 
As currents to the ſucking of a gulf. 
Dan. That we fo timely arm'd was well advis'd, 
*Z For peace itſelf ſhould never ſleep fo ſoundly, 
** Though no fear'd war or quarrel were in queſtion, 


But that defence and warlike preparation, 

Shou'd,-at due diſtance, awe the eye of boldneſs: 
The preſent cauſe, however, gives no fear, . 
Por hairbrain'd England is fo idly king'd, 

ler ſceptre ſo fantaſtically borne, 

By a vain, giddy, ſhallow, humourous youth, 

Iuhhat danger dwells not in her menaces. 

Orl. I doubt, Prince Dauphin! we miſtake this King : 
Qyeſtion your Grace the late ambaſſadors, a | 
With what grave ſtate he heard, and anſwer'd them: 
low well ſupply'd with noble counſellors, 

How cautious in exception; but withal, 
How terrible in conſtant reſolution ! 
And you ſhall find his youthful vanities 
But cloth'd diſcretion with a coat of folly ; 
As ſkilful gard'ners thickeſt earth the plants, 
Which ſhould firſt ſhoot, and riſe moſt delicate. 
Dau. Well ! tis ſcarce ſo, my Lord of Orleans! 
But let us think it o; it is no matter 
In cauſes of defence, tis beſt to weigh | 
0 2 more mighty than he ſeems. | 
Fr. King. Be it as twill; think we King Harry ſtrong 
And, Princes ! look, ye ſtrongly 8 : 
The kindred of him have been fleſh'd upon us; 
2 B 3 


And he is bred out of that bloody ſtrain, A 
That haunted us. in our familiar paths : 
Witneſs our much too memorable ſhame, 


When mangled France groan'd loud at Creſſy's field, 3 


And horror, circling thence, o erſnadow d all. ? 


Enter Duke of Bourbon. 


Bour. The Duke of Exeter, from England's King, 

Aſks audience of your Majeſty. 4 
Fr. King. Say, _ Bourbon, how near our camp 
Bour. So hy Exeter this morning left em. 

Fr. King. You ſee, this chace is hotly follow'd, friends 
Dau. Turn head, and ſtop purſut they —— Coward 


Moſt ſpend their mouths when what they threaten runs 
Fartheſt before them —— Good my ſovereign ! 
Take up the Engliſh ſhort, and let them know 

Of what a monarchy yon are the head ; 

Self-love was never half fo vile a fin, - 
As ſelf-· neglecting — If they be not fought witha}; 
Let us not live in France : let us quit all, 


And pive our vineyards to a barbarous le. i 
| Fre King. "Tis , methinks, _ a few ſprays. 7 
Our cyons on a wild and ſavage ſtock, [of us, 
Shou'd ſhoot thus ſuddenly into the clouds, | 1 
And overtop their grafters. "IY 
Bour. Baſtard Normans ! be 


Death to the fame of France, if they march on, 


And are not met, and fought, I'll ſell my dukedm. 
Fr. King. Admit the > we'll give him preſent 7 
audience. Eri: Bourbon. 

Dau. Shame of arms ! 1 


Whence is it that theſe Engliſh have their mettle ? 
Ts not their climate „ raw, and dull? 
Dees nor the ſun, in ſpite, look pale upon chem? 
Can their boil'd water, muddy barley-broth, 
Inſpize their blood with ſuch a warhke heat? 
LL 1 1 be froſty ? 
Oh! e honour of our bluſhing country, 
Let us not hang like roping icicles 3 
E. x 
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i'd to our houſe's thatch, while this cold people 
seat in our ſun, and fatten on our ſhame. 

F. King. Be not too ralh — A Kingdom's care re- 
Fedate advice, and cool reſolves, in danger. quires 
Dan. Your pardon, . Sir ! by faith and honour, 

1 Madams mock us, and, in plain terms, ſay, 

2 mettle is worn out; and that theſe Engliſh, 

Men of more promiſing and active mould, 

ZMuſt new-ſtore France with baſtard warriors ; 


. 
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They bid us to the Engliſh dancing-ſchools, 
Np And teach /a valta's high, and ſwift carranto's : 
For all our grace, they ſay, is in our hech, 
= And that we are moſt lofty runaways ! 
.! 
d 


© Enter Duke of Exeter, condudled by Bourbon, attended 
3 by Harriet, and other Engliſh. | 


= Fr. King. What would our brother of England! 
Ex. He greets you, Sir; 
And wills you to diveſt your borrow'd glories ; 
> Namely the crown, and all the wide-ſtretch'd honours, 
Annex d by cuſtom, and the growth of time, 
'To the fam'd throne of France, with all her dukedoms: 
And that you. may not ſtyle it an old claim, 
From the dry duſt of dark oblivion rak'd, 
He ſends you this moſt memorable line ; 
There, when you have o'erlook'd: his pedigree,. 
From the Third Edward evenly deriv'd, 
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Hle, from your juſtice, hopes the 3 

x Of your large kingdom, indirectly he 

From him, the native and true er. 
I.,mhis is his claim; and here my purpo | 

XZ Uuleſs * Dauphin be in preſence to him 

I bring a ſeparate greeting. 

# I ſtand to anſwer What to him from England? 


Fx. Defiance, light regard, contempt, or any thing, 
Which may not an the mighty ſender ; 
If, by the grant of all demands at 
Vou not atone your late preſumptuous 5 
He'll call you to ſo hot an anſwer of it, 
That France ſhall tremble for her Prince's folly. 
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Dau. Tell the too proud invader, that our arms 


Cou'd, at loſt Harfleur's gate, have check'd his raſhneſs: 3 


But tis held wiſe to wait an injury's ripeneſs 
And then to bruiſe it --— — Harry's a man of health, 
But his poor realm will ſicken at this war, 
And his exchequer die of a conſumption, 
Catch'd in repaying France her little loſſes. 
Ex. There let it reft — our King in perſon comes. 
Act as you ſpeak, and he'll forgive you all. | 
Fr. King. We will in council weigh th' important 
meſſage, 
And you ſhall be tpk with fair conditions. 
Exeunt omnes, but the Dauphin and Harriet. 
Dau. What new diſcovery makes the friendly Scroop, 
That brings my little Hermes back fo ſaddenly ? 
Har. Great Prince, your Engliſh friends commend 
them to you: 
The gold, your bounty's pledge, they have receiv'd, 
And, with due thanks, accept the princely favour; 
Warmly inſpir'd with zeal for peace and you: 
Their carneſt care is bleſs d, by full detection 
Of a baſe plot, to ſhake your country's quict, 
Wich the deceitful hand of feign'd accord. 

Dau. Come to my arms, thou more than manly ſpirit! 
Dreſs'd in a woman's ſoftneſs ! why, thou charmer, 
Thou angel of a traitor ! what a treaſure 
Of honour and reward does all France owe thee ! 

Say, my Endymion ! my Adonis ! tcll me, 

What would thy country do ? Can Engliſhmen 

Be plotters ? Policy and they, of old, 

Convers'd, like ſtran ; good, rough, heavy meanings, 
Plain truths, and ſturdy blows were what they dealt in ; 
If they turn ſtateſmen, twill indeed concern us. 

Har. I am to urge your Highneſs's conſent, 

That you would hear my meſſage, in the preſence 
Of your illuſtrious ſiſter. 

Dau. My ſiſter ? Does it then concern the marriage ? 
Har. It does ſurpriſingly. 

Day. By Heaven, i pleaſes me; I'll bring thee to her, 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE 


* 
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SCENE changes to the Princeſs's pavilion. 


The Princeſs, and Charlot. 


Prin. No, no, my Charlot ! I diſdain the motive: 
ve is a flame too bright, too clear, to burn 
$ intereſt bids it: What imports it me, 
That coward France can ſhake at ſudden danger! 
What are my father's fears to my affections? 
t Shall I, becauſe this hot-brain'd King of England 
Sweeps o'er our land with war and devaſtation, 
Shall I, for that, grow fond of the deſtroyer ? 
Smile at the waſte of his unpuniſh'd inſolence, 
Throw myſelf headlong into hoſtile arms, 
, And ſell my peace of mind, to ſave my country ? 
Rather ſhall death poſſeſs me, than this Harry. 
* Char. O! who can blame you for ſo juſt an anger 
How could your Royal father think ſach ruin? 
Such blaſts to nip your joy: what ! croſs the occan, 
To waſte your lovely youth in a cold iſland, 
3 Cloudy and dull! cut off from all mankind, 
= Stormy, and various, as the pcople's temper ! 
While the wide continent is fill'd with Kings, 
Who court your beauty, and would die to pleaſe you. 
= Prin. Am I, becauſe they call my father ſoycreign, 


Io be the ſlave, the property of France ? 

XZ Can nothing buy their peace but my undoing ? 
How nobler were it to quell rage with fury ! 

In arms to check the bold ut. a2 pride, 

2X Meet ſtorm with ſtorm, and buckle in a whirlwind ! 


% 


Ihen, if the dire event ſwept me away, 
Ny ruin, though 'twere dreadful, would be glorious : 
But, to hold out a proffer of my perſon, 
"3X Poorly, and at a diſtance ! hang me out, 
Like a ſhook of truce ! — oh ! *tis a meanneſs, 
That ſhames ambition, and makes pride look pale! 
Where is the boaſted ſtrength of manhood now ? 
Sooner than ſtoop to this, were mine the ſceptre, 
: TO turn 2 + My ſoftneſs * | 

n Fütterung cel, and my plum'd helmet noddi 
With terrible ane would meet ** 
This Henry with a flame more fierce than love. 
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Enter Dauphin, and Harriet. 14 


Dau. How's this, my ſiſter ? fir d with rage and menacc ! 
What hapleſs object has inſpir'd this tranſport ? r 

Prin. The kingdom, brother: Is it then a wonder, al 
That I, with due diſdain, receive the news, B 
That I am doom'd your victim? 

Dau. You have reaſon, MN 
"Tis on that ſubject I would gladly ſpeak, "2 
And with your private ear. [Exit Charlot. b 

Prin. This gentle youth, 
Th' experienc'd friend of France, brings ſome diſcovery, bu 
Which nearly touching your lov'd intereſt, moves me B 
To hear th' important meſſage in your preſence. * 

Har. Oh! matchleſs pattern of imperial beauty ! c 
That heav'n that gave you charms, protects em ſtrongly : | 
Your Royal father, the known friend of peace, 

Still nobly anxious for his country's ſafety, 

Sent a late embaſſy, and offer d yer : 

You, fam'd for beauty ! you, much more a princeſs 

By þ wag diſtingniſh'd charms, than by your birth. 
rin. Tis well, young orator ! Flanery, I find, 

Is of your iſland's ; ſo warm a vice 

Could not, I thought, have brook'd fo raw a climate. 

Dar. On with thy tale. If flattery is a ſin, 
Her mercy has been taught to give it pardon. = 

Har. I need not tell yon, how our ſtubborn monarch, 
Safe in blind diſtance, and a ſtranger Jer 
To thoſe all-conquering eyes, refus d the offer; 
Refus d a gem, whoſe countleſs value known, 

Will make refuſal its own puniſhment : 

Let *rwas refus'd. But when th' ambaſſadors 
Were, with ſevere defiance, ſent away, I 
Henry a ſudden council call'd together: 1 
In which, forgetful of his boaſted plainneſs, oO 
That open, honeſt heart, he would lay claim to, 
He told his lords, and gain'd their joint concurrence, 
That, when advanc'd Nil farther into France, 
When fire and ſword ſhould ſpread his fame before him, 
Means would be found to cloſe with courted peace, 
And wed the Princeſs with improv'd conditions. 
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43 Tis true, he cry'd, I hate her, for her race; 

But what has love to do in princes weddings ? 

ne match will ſerve to lull their arms aſlecp; 

nd, when that fair occalion ſmiles upon me, 

n ſeize the unguarded kingdom 

5 Dau. Why, tis well! 

Forewarn'd by this intelligence, we'll match him 

Wich treaſons, which become a man's deſigning : 
55 weaves the web too coarſe ; not every will 


s fram'd for miſchief Policy requires 
pirit and — ht ! Mere blood and bone can't reach it. 
Prin. Y er, may content yourſelf with that ; 
ut I not el ſo well the ſhame deſign'd me; 
F am on both ſides, then, the toy of ſtate ! 
| 2 King's condition, and the other's engine! 
The tool which Harry's treaſon is to work with! 
Whence ſhall I borrow rage to ſpeak my anger? 
. aid ws all ye ſtings of indignation ! 
end me thy gall, thon bitter-hearted Jealouſy ! 
d every 1 that can Jaſh, aſſiſt me 
nat will iny peaceful father ſay to this ? 
! ! he has Thoſen nobly for his daughter ! 
Charles has a generous ſon-in-law in H 
| 0 France ! what lazy froſt has chilld your blood? 
4 5 Where ; is ne pride of arms, that boaſted courage, 
Y Which your vain tongues are ſwell'd with ? — Where's 
the ſoul, 
den in the warlike Gauls, your plorious anceſtors ! 
Shook the proud world, and ſham'd the Roman Czeſars ? 
Af there remains the ſhadow of paſt glory, 
11 any ſpark yet glimmers j in your breaſts, 
Wor ik e go down upon him ; 
9 Scatter his army, like the wind-driv'n ſands, 
+ Seize him alive, and bring him me a priſoner. 
4 Dau. Pr'ythee, no more of this vain woman's raving ; 
fy What we can do, we will —— But, for the marriage; 
D argument, I fear, | | 
My father's love of peace will force it forward. 
Prin. Sooner ſhall the two Singdoms join their ci, 
And, ruſhing with a ſudden bound together, 
Pat * ii ſea, to waſh the clouds. + 
ye (aid, your Highneſſes will hold 
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As a fair proof, howeyer elſe unwelcome, | | 
That you have watchful agents : — Well they know 
The faithleſs Henry's love of change and roving ; 
And when they thought with pity on the crouds, 

The countleſs crouds of beautics, he has ruin'd, 
Then ſcorn'd, and left for new ones, they grew ſad, 
And ſighing, told each other, twere a ſhame, 

The lovely Princeſs ſhould be match'd fo ill! 


Enter Duke of Bourbon. 


Bour. Prince Dauphin! our deſigns miſcarry widely; 


Your needful preſence only can ſupport us: 

The King, hemm'd in with cringing paraſites, 
Debates, what anſwer ſhould be ſent to Henry; 
And ſeems determin'd to propoſe an interview 
With England's King ; a ſhameful interview, 


To urge this match ! 
Har. O, Madam, ſtrive to croſs it, 
Or you are loſt for ever! Henry's eye, 


Should he once fee you, will reform his will, 
And he'll forego the crown, to conquer you. 
Dau. Tarry till I return, with ſwift inſtruction, 
What anſwer you ſhall bear our Engliſh friends. 
[Exernt Dauphin and Bourbon. 
What! and no more than ſo? gone 
thus, and left me | ; 
Diſtracted, unaſſur'd, and torn with terrors ? 
O ! periſh all the wily aims of policy ! 
Theſe ſtateſmens craft confounds the tortur'd world: 
And truth and innocence are hunted by them. 
O, hard condition ours ! twin-born with greatneſs ! 
What infinite heart's eaſe does high birth loſe, 
That the low world enjoys ! —and what boaſt we, 
Save ceremony, which low life has not too ? 
And what art thou, thou idol Ceremony? 


Prin. 


What elſe, but place, degree, and empty form ? 

What drink'ſt thou of, inſtead of homage ſweet, 

But poiſon'd flattery ? — O ! be ſick, vain greatneſs, 
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure ? e 
Canſt thou, when thou command'ſt the beggar's knee, 
Command the health of it? No, N. 
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s in thy high-rais'd and majeſtic bed, 
Thou ſleep'ſt leſs ſoundly than the wretched ſlave, 
ho, with full body, and a vacant mind, 
Sets him to reſt, cramm'd with diſtreſsful bread, 
ever ſees horrid night, that child of hell! 
Bat ſweats in the ſun's eye, from riſe to ſet, 
nd follows ſo the ever-rolling year, 
With profitable labour to his grave! 
And, but for ceremony, ſuch a wretch, 
Winding up days with toil, and nights with ſleep, 
Has greatly the advantage of a king! | 
But I neglect the ſtranger Gentle youth, 

Forgive me, that my ſorrows breaking o'er me, 

Half drown'd remembrance of the thanks I owe you: 
Why look you fad ? does any grief oppreſs you:? 
Har. Alas! great Princeſs ! grief and I have long, 

Too long, been join'd — Perhaps twould tire your car, 

' — you with a tale of private wo; 

Elſe I could melt your pity into tears, 

And force ſome ſighs, to honour my diſtreſſes: 

have a ſiſter — Ah! no—1 ad a ſiſter ! 

Z Whom flattering lovers call'd her ſex's wonder! 

Z Deceitful Henry ſaw, and ſeeing, lov'd her: 

lle knelt—he ſwore — he pray'd — he ſigh'd — he 
n. threaten'd 
1c Like heaven, he promis'd joys beyond expreſling : 
My ſiſter, long reſiſting, felt at laſt | 


* 
8 


7% 
Tue kindled fire grew ſtrenger by reſiſtance, 


The riſing u {ſwell her ling ſoul : 

1 | 

And warm'd her flow detire to yielding ruin: 
There broke the charm — the fancy'd treaſure vaniſh'd, 
And bitter penitence, and conſcious guilt, 

2X Became the gnawing vultures of her boſom : 

2X The treacherous Prince no longer vow'd a paſſion, 
But baſely ſhunn d the wretchedneſs he caus d. 

= Prin. See if the tender creature does not weep ! 
Alas! thy mournful ſtory fills my heart 

Wich grief almoſt as powerful as thy own; 

W Truſt me, *rwas baſe in Henry thus to leave her. 

Har. O Princeſs! he's a general, known deceiyer ! 


Far may, your fate divide you from his wiles! 
| C 


RIA 


I could ſwell time, and wear away the ſun, 4 
In diſmal ſtories of his perjur d loves. | q 


Re-enter the Dauphin. 


Dau. Curſes unnumber'd blaſt the cank'ry breath 
Of yon vile ſycophants ! — I came too late; 
The mean reſolve was paſs d; my arts prevail'd not: 
The two Kings meet, and all my hopes are air. 

Har. Something muſt be reſoly'd, that may prevent 
This danperous treaty, or you're loſt for ever. 

Dau. Fear not, I'll manage all to our advantage; 
But let us waſte no moments. — Here, within, 
I will inſtru& you further in my purpoſe. 


Now fortune aid me, and inſpire my foul 
With force, theſe peaceful counſels to controul ; . 
Meckneſs, though wiſe, fits tottering on a throne, 7 
And ſuffering away ge king's falſe ſteps atone ; 

ce 


In me let France her ancient fire reſume, 1 
Or cruſh me nobly in my country's doom. i 
I; 

1 

9 

A C T III. 8 C E N E I. ö 1 
SCENE, A French pavilion. 4 * 

= 

Prin.” M Charlot ! how will this new trial ſhake me! 


What ſhall I do to arm my threaten'd mind 
Againſt th' aſſaults of madneſs ? —— Tyrant Duty 8 
Why are thy laws ſo binding ? —— If Obedience 7 

Muſt thus be . then, ſure, Command ſhould ſee .- = 
With eagle- ey d diſcernment ! — Unkingly father *Y 
As if ww ace me were ſhame too , 4 | 
Curſe on the bluſhful thought! — I' go to meet him! 
Meanly obtrude myſelf upon his ſcorn, 

And hear the bargain of my price debated ! 

Is this to be a Princeſs ? Periſh pride 

Oh, let my baſe example teach the humble, 1 
How happy tis to ſtand below ambition. | ans 
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4 
Car. Were my poor counſel meu your attention 
4 ere's yet a way, perhaps, to move the King: ; 
Wis tenderneſs is equal to is 
Ind may be mov'd to counterpoiſe 1 
Piſcloſe, with ſpeaking tears, the fatal . ; 
eh him, how all your heart, already fill'd, 
as room for no new comer. 
Prin. Ari thou mad ? i 
hat were a dreadful means to wound me deeper 
F The pride of ſtate would then new- fire his anger, 
And I, by force driv'n on to wed this monſter, 
This fighting dæmon in the dreſs of royalty 
hould loſe all hope once more to ſee the ſtran 
e loy'ly unknown conqueror : whoſe — 
Whole not to be deſcrib'd, unnam'd perfections, 
[92 long months ſince firſt charm'd my liſt ning ſoul,; 
pite of unequal birth, to wiſh him mine, 
1 even though hated England gave him being. 
Char. 2 I *. ſomething new to warm y our 
of wit 
4 Led, by kind chance, among the ſhining train 
wor hop liſh youth, who came with Exeter, 
* . ve me ſcope to form ſome queſtions, 
hich pas as an unmeaning love of novelty: 
I aſk'd what cavalier, ſome twelve months ſince, 
3 i litt ring with gems, outſhone by his behaviour, 
Came with the Earl of Weſtmoreland to France: 
Was call'd his nephew, thrice a d at court, 
Then vaniſh'd, on pretence of further travel: 
F By this deſcription, all at once agreed, 
1 That Owen Tudor was the perſon 1 
1 And laviſh'd hours of rhetoric in his | 
1 Prin. Alas ! did I not know all this before ? 
4 England boaſts. no ſuch channer, q-t her Tudor ! 
3 This is not what I hop'd from th 
WW | Char. I further learn'd, that Tode udor's 85 br is ſuch 
As may intitle him to royal love; 
| "2 That fear'd objection is of force no longer, 
Whew your great father ſhall perceive your flame, 
gong andimm'd for an imperial offsprin 
from a long line CO s kings. 
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Prin. Ay! this indeed ſtrikes luſtre thro? ' 

There's promiſe in this hope — O, gentle Charlt! 

Secret as death conceal the dear intelligence, J 


As a laſt FE my cans x paſſion : 


Now will I boldly meet champion lover, | & 
This courtly Sir —— who wooes in war and thunder! F 
8 
Euter Dauphin. N 
So, brother, will the King conſent to ſpare me ? 6 
Or muſt I ſtoop to ſce this ſhameful interview ? IF 


Dau. You muſt excite your ſpirits to your aid, 
And bid a bold defiance to your bluſnes: > 
T've try'd all arts in vain that Reaſon teaches. ” 
Come ! —— I muſt guide you to the liſts of love, Ty 
And you muſt teach your charms new ways of wounding 
The King will have your beauty take the field, = 
And does not fear, he ſays, but you can conquer! — . 
Him whom our armies fly from, you muſt face. 7 

Princ. Yes — I will go; but not as he expects me. Wo: 
PII face this foe of France, like France's daughter $3 


The woes of ruin overtake thoſe reptiles, 9 
Whoſe droniſh ſouls, bent under age or fear, oY 
Have thus miſled their maſter ! Yes, my eyes 1 


Shall dart keen glances but the wounds they give, 5 0 
Shall be of ſhame, not love [A trumpet ſounds. > | 


Dau. Hark! that ſhrill trumpet's notice ſummons us! 1 
Now, ſiſter, rouſe your gall, and looſe thoſe ſtorms, » 


Thoſe reſtleſs tempeſts, which, provok'd by ſcorn, 3H 
Whirl, with impatient rage, round woman's foul : _» 
Fearleſs, defend. the 3 of your choice, Mo 
And, with bold innocence, aſſert your hate; 1 
IU watch the riſing moments of occaſion, 3 
And aid your glorious purpoſe all I can. "5 


Come — let us dare the brink of this rude precipice, np 
Which, cutting off” our way, muſt ſtop our journey, 115 
Or, being bravely leap'd, make ſafety honourable. 

| | [Exennt. 


SCENE 
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CEN E changes to a barrier, on a bri „ Wi 
_ from both ſides. 1 15 


nter, on one part, the French King, on the bridge, at. 

tended by the Dukes of Orleans and Bourbon, Cc. be- 
low. On the other ſide of the bridge, King 
= Henry, with the Dukes of Exeter and York, 7 
15 Cambridge, and Grey, below. 


[The Kings embrace over the bar.] 


4 Fr. King. The peace we wiſh for ſmile upon this 
1 meeting ! , 


Health, and the Joys of a long happy life, 
To our loy'd brother England —— Right glad we are 
Thus to behold your face: bleſs d be the iſſur 
Oft this day ! that theſe contending kingdoms, 
England and neighb'ring France! whoſe chalky ſhores 
Look pale with envy at cach other's happineſs, 
- >ZMay henceforth ceaſe their hate, and plant accord |! 
Till War no more advance her bleeding ſword, 
To prey on ſtriſe between them! 
EK. Hen. To this, Amen! N 
Fr. King. Since we thus meet you, let it not difgrace 
+ Dy If I demand th' impediment, why peace, [me, 
Dear nurſe of arts! ſhould not, in this beſt garden 
Of the fair world, tft up her lovely viſage! 
A = Too plain, alas! the marks of her — 9. FER ! 
Our vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 
*X Withers, unprun'd : —— Our hedges, ſhooting wild, 
Ike earcleſs pris'ners, overgrown with hair, 
7 Thruſt forth diforder'd twigs ; darnel and hemlock 
XX Root on our fallow lays, and ſpringing thick, 
2X Benearh their ſhade hide the neglected culter. 
K. Hen. Not far delight in blood have we thus far 
Advanc'd our ſtandard in the eye of France ; 
Our dcep-laid purpoſe boaſts a nobler meaning. 
The eye of kings ſhould watch their people's ſafety : 
2 L ſhould I ——— the truſt heay'n lends me, 
» ſleeping o'er the wrongs you do my country, 
Ln ana yg 4 Lacs you hl, | 
turn, Wi ning point, againſt our boſom. . 
Fn) 3 . * Fr. Ang. 


. 
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Fr. King. Of this already we have let you know 
Our and purpoſe, It remains to weigh, 
If, by wide-differing means, we may not reach 
The end we jointly aim at! — Many arrows 
Come to one mark ; far diſtant rivers flow 
Ten thouſand ways, yet meet in one main ſea ! 

How many lines cloſe. in the dial's centre ! 
So may our yarious purpoſes at laſt 
Meet in one fix'd reſolve, and pleaſe us both. 


1 . 
9 
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_ 
"2 
3 


\ 


Enter the Dauphin on the bridge, leading the Prince(: 3 
T in a veil, attended by Charlot. . 


Our ſon, the Dauphin, has, we hear, of late, 4 4 
Fir'd with the firſt warm flaſh of provocation, . 
Return'd defiance with too fierce a throw: 0 
Young blood will hoil ; _— and you, ſo fam'd for couragt, 
Will weigh that error light : — Receive him, brother, 
As one who wiſhes peace, and ſeeks your love. . 
| — [Preſenting the Dauphin. 
Dau. Sir! kings and fathers claim a double right 8 
[To King Henry. 
To tax our duty, and wi be obey d: 0 
J would have met you with a warmer graſp, 
Had France been held by me; but ſince his will 
Who governs mine, holds back the edge of war, 
And would reach peace by roads leſs ſharp and rugged, 
I greet your Royal preſence ; and ſubmit | 
To meaſures which I cannot yet approve. x 
K. Hen. Approve is mine — I'm yet your debtor, Sir, 
But purpoſe to repay the favour ſoon : 1 
The time is near, when you, perchance, may feel, be 
That wiſe Defiance ſhould be arm'd with ſafety, 3 


And Fierceneſs wanting ſtrength, but gnaws herſelf. : 4 
Dau. When that wiſh'd time 1 
Fr. King. Our ſon, reply no more: 38 
Daughter ! your hand. WW. 


Prin. Your pardon, Royal Sir! if I offend, 
Or ſeem to wrong the promiſe of my duty ! 
I came in forc'd obedience to your will, 
T” attend this interview —— But if your Majeſty - + 
Permits me to declare wy ſecret thoughs 


—— 


1 
* 


_ 


A D oy 4p s King, our public enemy; 
Erben let that duty which I owe my country, 


N And wooes the daughter with the father's ruin. 


b 10 as it is, remains no ſtranger to us: 
„ 4 Prin. Tis he! —— tis Tudor! ——O! a 
F Where ſleepꝰd my ſoul, that, at our firſt a 


It flew not forth to meet him ? —— Support me, Charlot 3 
| T A ſudden miſt dances before my eyes. 


4 Lhe ” 


2 j # Whence muſt it come, bat from the call of Love? 
When you, fair foe! ſhall try your wondrous pow'r, 
I cannot promiſe Fame t' oppoſe your will: 
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aſpire me to confeſs, what fix d averſion, 
hat rooted hatred, Nature bids me bear 

o him, of all mankind the moſt abhorr d; 
ho brings deſtruction on to mark his way, 


Dau. Bravely declar'd, thou ſiſter of my ſoul! [ ſide. 
K. Hen. Sorry we ought to be, that war's offences 
Have made the fair our toe. — You are an enemy, 
Whom we, *fpite of your being ſuch, can fear! 
Prin. Oh, my high-beating heart! *tis Tudor's voice! 
K. Hen. In vain you ſhade your charms ——— That 
lovely face, 


We wear your image, Lady, on our heart. 


chance ! | Lp de, 


O Charlot ! this is he! Whom we thought Tudor 
[To Charlor, 
Was Royal Henry! What a chance is this ? 
A Let me lean on thee to deyour his accents, 
And gaze him through at every word he ſpeaks ! 
K. Hen. Drawn by the ſoft remembrance of your charms 
Which, in my late-loſt fathcr's days, I ſaw, 
| When at your court I was a gueſt unknown 
In honour, Madam, of your hoſtile beauty, 
I ſtopt th" impetuous progreſs of my arms 
Rein'd in the vigour of impatient War, 
And waſted Fortune's ſmiles, to gain this meeting: 
If I now liſten to the voice of Peace, 


The healing ſweetneſs of your ſoft command, 

Spread o'er your reſcu'd land, might quiet war 

Might, like ſweet muſic's influence, ſtill your W's 

Might bid loud Diſcord die away before it, | 

And drown th inſpiring trumper's ſhrjll alarms. 7 * 
Inne. 
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Princ. Foe as you are to France, there = methinks, 4 


A kind of manly merit in your meaning: 
Something, I know not what, that courage charms with, 
Wakes my diſcernment to admire your worth, 
And, ſpite of my reſentment, bids me greet you ; 
Bow ta your virtues, and confeſs your glory: 
Could my deſires incline your wills to peace, 
The unbrac'd drum ſhould ſteep, and the glad trumpet 
Fall its fierce hoarſeneſs, and inſpire delight; 
All ſhould be calm, and while th* unruffled 
Huſh down the troubled ſwell of dying ſtrife, 
France ſhould no more, in her torn bowels, feel 
The ſtrong convulſions which ſhe ſhakes with now. 
Fr. King. Why, that's well ſaid 
ex's ſoftneſs ; 
Your gentle natures were not fram'd for diſcord. 
Dar. Siſter ! that miſt you ralk'd of, has, I "=. 
Riſen o'er your ſenſes, and obſcur'd your memory. 
Sir! on my knees, ſince your too gracious nature 


To the French King. 


Stands bent to quiet, and oer values | hwy ; 

I beg permiſſion to unfold a notice, 

The welcome import of whoſe ſnuling promiſe 
May ronſe your Royal ſoul to change its purpoſe. 

Fr. King. Riſe, and, with all juſt freedom, peak 

your m : 

Dau. Even now, as I approach'd your Royal preſence, 
Poſts from our ſey eral camps have brought intelligence, 
That theſe raſh Engliſh are inclos'd betwixt us: 

Full ſixty thouſand French this night ſurround 'em ! 
Yet, at this glorious juncture, we ſubmit 
To loſe in treaty what is ours by arms 

K. Hen. Enjoy, unenvy d, that imagin'd benefit: 

Courage is poorly hous'd, that dwells in number : 

The lion never counts the herd about hun, 

Nor weighs how many flocks he has to ſcatter : 

My followers ſcarce are more then one to ſix 

Of your incircling ſwarms : Sickneſs has ſhrunk us, 
Ang} the enfeebled tew whom I command, 

Are now ſcarce better han as many Frenchmen : 

Yet when we pleaſc to move, we ſhall come on, 


Though France, conjoin'd with ſuch another neighbour, 
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od in our way z — now, even this night we'll march } 
e left free, tis well! —— if tis diſputed, 
| your tawny plains with your hot blood 
— Now you know our ſtate and purpoſe. 
Fr. King. Advantage cannot change my love of peace, 
d I yet offer the propos'd conditions. 
K. Hen. What in my flow of fortune I refus'd, 
never in its ebb deſerve acceptance. 
Dau. France has but ſlept, proud King, thongh ſhe 
1 ſeem'd dead ! 
Tow ſhall thy puni(h'd folly ſhame thy weakneſs ; 
ow ſhalt thou praiſe our patience ; England's in- 
ſolence 
. bow beneath the ranſom of her pride ! 
cannot ſee what chance can ſave thee now; 
hou art ſo near the gulf, thou need'ſt muſt drive, 
Till catch'd, whirl'd round, and fwallow'd ! —— 
fore haſte, 
Remind thy followers of a ſhort repentance, 
That, from our yengeful fields, their ſouls aſcending 
3 May make a peaceful and ſedate departure, 
While their doom'd bodies, mould*ring.on our plains, 
Enrich our harveſts, and atone thy miſchief. 
XK. Hen. Madan ! my heart had hopes that your 
2 3» 4 ſweet voice 
"io bet, free from interruption, have decided 
A The yet uncertain end of bloody war; 
But this gay prince, ambitious of diſtinction, 
ll brooks, that any but himſelf ſhould talk : 
ir! — it is well — your words are full of fire ! 
ake heed the duſty field choak not the blaze: 
My ſurly ſoldiers cannot threaten thus; 
_— ſpeaking actions keep their valour ſilent, 
And when their ſwords find work, their tongues 3 are idle ; 
But for their bodies, many ſhall, no doubt, 
F I Find native graves ; and monuments, on which 
4 & Witneſs of this day* s work ſhall live in braſs : 
For thoſe who leave their ſcatter'd bones in France, 
| Dying like men, though bury'd on your dunghills, 
Even there your ſun ſhall greet them with his beams, 
And draw their reeking honours up to heaven: 
. — this air of France infects * 
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And I am ſwell'd with contagious vanity ! 
No more — when ha we modk our ſwords ſhall argue. 
Fr. King. Why, then tis war! 
Dau. Tis glory and revenge | 
TEureunt ſeverally the Kings, followed by th: 
Engliſh and French parties. 


. Princeſs and Charlot come forward on the lage. 3 


Prin. Now!! what can flatt'ry find to give me comfort: 
Where are my proſpects now ? Did ever Fortune 8 
Thus ſend diſcovery in a flaſh of hope! bs 
Juſt to ſhow joy, then leave it loſt in darkneſs ! * 
Char. How happy had your Highneſs now been made, 
Cou'd you have known, that all you wiſh'd was Henry! FT 
Prin. Tormentor ! fo they paint the puniſh'd fiends, 
Stung by an envy'd view of diſtant heav'n! 
Now is War's raging tide again broke in, 
And all my hopes are ſwept away before it : 
O, crael ! tantalizing ! curſe of Fortune! 
In high-try'd malice juſt to ſhow him to me ! 
aſt to convince me what a bliſs twou'd be 
o have him mine; then drag him ever from me 
Heay'n ! how he talk d! his words, like 
ſummer- breezes, . 
Ruffled and fann'd at once my glowing ſoul: 5 
O ! what a ſcorn of danger grac'd his eyes! __ 
What wanton gayneſs ſparkled in his files, 
And made even terror charming ! Then his courage ! 
With what a clear and equal fire it blaz'd ! 
Not blown about; or ſpread, by blaſts of anger : 
How manly, yet how tender, was his love ! 
O I ſhall die with ſhame of my own folly. 
Who ever labour'd thus to be undoge, 
And courted her own miſery ? whe knows, 
If the two armies join, whether his breaſt 
May not be gor'd by ſome ill- guided ſpear ? 
And his blood pay the price of my miſtaking ! 
It is too much ! O, Charlot ! I am mad'! 5 
I cannot bear the thought ! horror diſtracts me! 
Char. Lord Scroop's young meſſenger not yet has left 
Our camp, but waits ſome letters from the Dauphin: 
hed” Perhaps, | 


J. 


* | 


ro bring on treaſon and 4 an murder 
he death of Henry was propond from England, 
and who can anſwer for my brother's hate? 
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Perhaps, if he were truſted with your wiſhes, 
e might propoſe ſome means 
Prin. Ha | —— fay no more — 

Wor thou haſt ſtarted ſomething in my foul, 
What bears a form too dreadful for deſcription. 
MT he letters which my brother ſends, are meant 


3s 


*Truhh the falſe traitors, all-avenging heaven 
But heaven is (low to puniſh — let me think —— 
hy may not I? — I muſt —— I will prevent it —— 


Apes to come, when they ſhall hear the fame 
Ot my juſt act, ſhall bleſs my living name; 
What though his arms my country's peace oppoſe ? 
All who hate treaſon, and ſtrike gen'rous blows, 
Shall praiſe this deed, which I to honour owe ; 
And, in the loyer's cauſe, forget the foe. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
SCENE, The Engliſh pavilion. 


King Henry, and Duke of Exeter, 


Hen. Lom the French camp ? to ſpeak with me 
in private ! 


what can it mean? — and talks of traitors, ſaid you ? 


Ex. Brought to my tent, ſhe earneſtly aſſur d me, 
I con'd not more contribute to your ſafety, 


F th Than by procuring her a private audience. 


EK. Hen. Admit her, uncle. 

4 [Exit Duke of Exeter. 
A woman-meſſenger from the French camp! 

W There muſt be myſt'ry in't my e ſoul, 

With ſudden hurry, beats the alarm within me ! 

Were I inclin'd to ſuperſtitious dreamings, 

Or apt to build on ſigns or idle omens, | 

There ſhou'd be danger near me. Welcome Lady 


Enter © 


= ak.” £ 
\ . 
* 


Enter Charlot. 
To what unuſual cauſe are we oblig d 
For your fair ing ? 


Char. 1 my trem ling lips 
Can the pps my beating heart, 

I Sam df the Prince Catharine come to greet you. 
Command a truſty guard to follow me, 

And I will point out a diſcover'd traitor ; 

But loſe no time — the Lords of France, who came 
To guide me hither, ſtrangers to my purpoſe, 

Hold him, without, in unſuſpected conference: 
Haſte — leſt he "ſcape you, and your threaten'd life 
Be caught by ſudden danger ! 

K. Yew. Life ! what life 
Cool thy impatience, gentle Lady, ſtay 
And temperately explain thy ark intention. 

Char. O! do not trifle with th' important moments 
Give me a = and fave yourſelf from treaſon : 
The Princeſs gives you life, and bids me tell you, 
She will not over- rate the gen'rous merit; | 
But hopes, that thus diſarming war's worſt meaning 
Intitles her to claim the thanks of peacc. 

K. Hen. Uncle of Exeter ! 


Enter Exeter. 


Ex. What wills my Liege ? | 
K. Hen. Call me a choſen guard. 


Exit Exeter 
Char. One thing I had forgot ; : "of 
The Princeſs, fearful for her perſons ſafety, +33 
Claims leave to paſs your interpoling camp, oe” 
And enter yon near caſtle, Agincourt ; 

This was my only known and public errand. 

K. Hen, She ſhall have royal and illuſtrious welcome ; 
The _ ſhe beſtows, r. muſt bn ; 
We judge the occaſion happy, and we hope, 
The-noble-minded Princeſs, ag near, 4 
Will honour us with licence to declare, 

* 0 


What 
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hat thanks our heart muſt owe her; for our words 
ou'd filly our conceptions, and deceiye her! 


Re-enter Exeter, with a guard. 


o with this lady, and obſerve her orders, 

Ind whom ſhe points you ont, ſeize and ſecure. 

3 | [Exeunt omnes, but the King, 
My foul, with keen impatience, waits the iſſue 

"Df this ſtrange notice — Treaſon ? —— tis impoſſible ! 

hom has my ſhort reign wrong'd? what want a 


N 2 people, 
ZW hom wealth and plenty ſmile upon at home, 
Ind whom abroad the fame of arms makes dreadful ? 


- What wou'd complaint have more ? — Ill-judging vulgar ! 
Pere it not glorious to make millions happy, 
Who that had ſenſe of bliſs, would be a kin 


' 
* ZTh' unbuſy'd ſhepherd, ſtretch'd beneath . 


His careleſs limbs thrown out in wanton eaſe, 


With thoughtleſs gaze peruſing the arch'd heav'ns, 
And idly whiſtling, while his ſheep feed round him, 
58 Haden a ſweeter ſhade, than that of canopies 

= Hcmm'd in with cares, and ſhook by ſtorms of treaſon, 


5 
2 *. 
\ . 


| Re-enter Exeter. 


ow, uncle! what diſcovery ? 

Ex. Near your pavilion ſtood ſome French of figure ; 
And with them a fair Engliſh youth, whom oft 
have obſerv'd, and wonder'd at his beauty; 

re lady mark'd him out, then took her leave, 
And as the left, we ſeiz'd him | 
EK. Hen. Let him come in alone. 


© Exeter goes out, and enter Harriet in confi, 10th 

A very boy ! —— Treaſon in thee buds early ! 

Who art thou ? fay to whom thou doſt belong? 
Silent ? - IV then, there's guilt ! why art thou 


Come farther this way if thou ſhunn ſt the light, 
Thy deeds haye darkneſs in 3 heay'n | 2 
9 2 * Wh; 


+. © 
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What is it that I ſee ? — Canſt thou be Harriet ? 
Har. Canſt thou be Henry, and alive to aſk it? 

O ! "tis with juſtice Fate thus overtakes me, 

For having meanly linger'd in my vengeance ! 

High heav'n will reach thee, tyrant ! though I cannot ; 

Since thy ſtill fortunate deceits protect thee ; 

Since perjur'd -loye does not alone upbraid thee, 

But thy eternal wiles win all alike, 

And ev'n thy foes grow treacherous, and aſliſt thce. 

K. Hen. But is it poſſible that thou conſpir'ſt ? : 

That thou canſt with me dead ? 1 

Har. Infalting tyrant! 

Cool, froſty-hearted monſter !. Wilh thee dead? 
Why, *tis the only glorious hope I live for ! 7 
Think on the a thou haſt wrung my foul with; 

The biting ſhame, the never-dying anguiſh ! 
Think on the guilty arts, the oaths, the ſubtilties! 
The endleſs, inexpreſſible deceits ! 

The wiles, and perjuries, which bave undone me ! 
Think on the feign d endearments ; ſtudied graces : 
Falſe faniles ; enticing raptures ! labour'd flatteries ! 
And all that nameleſs tram of ſilent treacheries, 1 
Which help'd thy tempting tongue to make me wretched | F 
Look back on all this dreadful pile of baſeneſs, eh 


And then, 1 


Oh! heav'n ! —— if then thou dar f 
look farther! | : 
If frighted memory docs not fly thy ſoul ; 
Think, in the bitter agonies of conſcience, 
What follow'd all this train of preparation : 
See me abandon'd to the laſh of ſhame ; 
'Turn'd out an object for ſharp-cy'd deriſion, 
By friends forſaken, and difown'd by kindred : 
Wild and diſtracted with unconquer'd forrovw ! 
Expos'd to be the mirth of wiſer hypocrites, 
And ſtand the ſcorn- mark of the hooting world: 
Death ! Thou deſtroyer ! think of this ! and then, 
In the cool inſolence of pride and majeſty, 
Aſk me again ——— if I can wiſh thee dead ? 
K. Hen. "Tis true, fair murd'rer! I have preatly 
wWrong' d thee ! | 
And yet not 1 but what I once was, wrong d thee ; 
Tis 2 fad theme, and reaſon trembles at it:: 
$77, | 
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Net, what can be — all that weak words can 
þ thee, 
1 grief, and penitence, and ſhame, and love, 


this fit down and hear, to calm thy foul. 
Takes her hand. 


* 


Aar. Pcriſh that treacherous ſmoothne 
nhand me, that my curdled blood, all chill'd, 
As at a ſerpent's ſting, when thou com'ſt near me, 
5 May flow in freedom, and give pow'r to curſe thee. 
3 | [Breaks from him. 
EK. Hen. Have you not prudence ? Are you mad ? — 
Come hither ! 
F muſt, by gentle force, compel thy paſſion, 
—Fince reaſon cannot guide tempeſtuous ſorrow: 
Falm thy loud ravin It thy ſhame offends thee, 
Why wou'dſt thou thus proclaim it? Be wiſer, Harriet! 
The quick-ear'd camp will ſpread the tell- tale forrow : 
Nay, tis in vain to ſtruggle; fit, and hear me, 
Yau [He forces her into a chair, and ſits down by her. 
it, and be patient, while repentance pleads, 
And love's ſoft ſympathy condoles thy wo; 
As yet this dreſs, and its too bloody purpoſe, 
© Tonceal thee, and chou mayſt be ſtill conceal'd. | 
Aar. What wilt thou do? Why doſt thou thus compel 
' iempieſs, to liſten to the voice of ruin! me 
N | natches at his ford. 
Give me thy ſword —— thy words have loſt all pow'r 
To give me comfort. — Is that too deny'd me ? 
hen I muſt hear thee ; hear thy baſe upbraidings ; 
riendleſs, and deſtitute of all aſſiſtance, 
Muſt ſit, and trE&mble at my loſt condition: 
ret thou art guiltier far than I can be 
O] chou wert born to pull down miſery on me, 


oa» 
- 
87 


| [Weeping. 
And every way to ruin and deſtroy me. 5 
K. Hen. If, in this dreadful conflict of thy ſoul, 
Diſtracted judgment holds her ruffled empire, 
Liſten, and mark what my ſad heart ſhall atter. 
Fatal our courſe of paſſion ! its effect 

Proves bitter —— but the cauſe was tend'reſt love 
Youth is unbridled, blind, and void of fear, 

Ever determin'd, —— deaf to conſequence, 
. D 2 
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And rolling forward upon Pleaſure's bias: 
All youth is thus —— but mine was worſe than all | 
Wild and diſorderly beyond example t 
Why did not thy diſt reaſon: tell thee, 
A wretch like me deſery'd no pity from thee ? 
How cou'd a madman's hurry weigh thy worth ? 
But thou wilt ſay, my oaths and' VOWS deceiy'd thee | | 
_ that guilt to thy own: pow'r of charming: 33 
en the blood boils, and beauty fires the ſoul, 2 
What will the tongue not ſwear ? — Diſcretion, then, 
Does, with a peacock” $s feather, fan the ſun ; 8 
Yet, in the midſt of all thoſe wild deſires ” 
Which then divided my impatient mind, =. 
_ wert the warmeſt with my ſoul purſu'd ! 1 
loW to thee was permanent and ſtrong ; 
T y beauties were my waking theme ; and night 
Grew charming, by ſoft dreams of thy perfection. 
Were I now what I was when Harriet blefs'd me, 
Still were I hers —— My love can never die 
And I think on thee, Harriet, with ſuch tenderneſs, 
As dying fathers bleſs their weeping ſons with : 
And were I not a King, chou ſtill wert happy = 
Har. 3 1 mourn the "> thou hat 
| d me +44 
Am 1 ill lov'd ? I thought thou hadſt deſpi Ame. 
K. Heu. Still I regard thee with the fame deſires; 
Gaze wich the ſame tranſporting pleaſure on thec, 
As when our bounding ſouls firſt flew together, 
And mingled raptures in conſenting ſoftneſs. 
But kings muſt have no wiſhes for themſelves ! 
We are our people's properties ! our carts 
Muſt rife above our ns! The public eye 
Shou'd mark no fault on monarchs ; tis contagious ! 
Elſe I to death had borne the dear delight, 
And, bleſs'd in mutual tranſport, ſti liy'd thine ! 
Call it not guilt then, *rwas a dire neceſſity ! 
And what remains is tend'reſt penitence, 
And wiſh'd atonement. — For the firſt, my ſoul, ' 
In never- ccaſing mourns thy miſery 
Were the laſt poſſible, my love — — it; 
But where the ils incurable, how vain! 
To rack the ſuff rer with our uſeleſs cordials! . 
115. | [ | 
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A hat 1 cou'd do, was done; but thy diſdain 
lade fruſtrate all my watchings o'er thy fortune 7 
and now ä 
= Har. Enough. O!] yet too lovely Henry! 
Ny aking heart oppreſs d twixt joy and pain, 
Ln bear no longer the fierce pangs it feels : 


chee. 

lar. Perhaps, when 1 go hence, we part for ever! 
pPardon me, therefore, if I. gaze upen thee ; 

My eyes may never more behold thy face! 

The chilling call of death has warn'd me from thee, 
And I ſhall be at peace ere long, and happy. 

EK. Hen. O! let me kiſs away that mournful ſound. 
Har. Forbear — My ſoul, too fad to ſoften more, 
Sbhrinks from the fatal folly ! much oblig'd - | 

FF By this forgiveneſs, which has bleſs'd my ruin; 

By that kind pity which you heal my woes with ! 
l have but one way left to thank your goodneſs : 
I have one new diſcov'ry yet to make you, | 
0 [Feeling in ber peclex. 
XX Containing: the laſt ſecret of my ſoul ; 
& I did not think ſo ſoon to have diſclos'd it: 
Hut ſmce without it you can ne'er be happy, 
directed to my heart. 
[Draws a dagger, and ſtabs herſelf. 
EK. Hen. Raſh girl! what haſt thou done? Uncle 
__ . of Exeter 1 

Help me! Who waits without? oh help! ſupport her ! 


D 3 Enter 


k. REMA 
Enter Exeter ol 
Harriet! the injur'd Harriet, dis 
Her catching graſp, by fits, 
Her ſtraining eyes half burſt 
Vainly they glare, to ſnatch a 
And lobe; convultive, ſhakes 
Care comes too late ; 222 
And frighted beauty, loath to leave its ng lp 
Ebbs ſlow, with the unwilling blood, away: 
O! ſee the fatal fruits of guilty love ! 

Ex. The ſudden wonder ſo confounds my thoughts, 
I know not what advice to give your grief: 


Poor Harriet! was it thee [ feiz'd for treaſon ? 3 
York. Who waits there ! y Gently take away thi. 2 


body, 
Place it within, till you have further cutlery i ; 
Er mournſul object will but feed his ſorrow. 


[They carry off the boch. .F 
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O, uncle! 
hard to hold me! 
wat'ry balls ! 

— 


R. Henry opens and reads the lter. 


K. Hen. O uncles ! here is treaſon will farpriſe you ! 
Letters to ſome moſt near us 1 By 
Concerning a large ſum of gold in bribe, 

For our intended murder, when the French) 
2 5 firſt join battle with us. br 

x. Heav'n forbid ! 71 
That fach falſe traitors ſhou'd be near your: - perſon. 

York. Have not the villains names: 

K. Hen. Wou'd ye believe it? Scroop ! 

Ex. Lord Scroop ! your boſom-fayourite 3 

York. Is this polible 3 ? 

K. ae. and he, join'd with Sir Thon. 


+ 4 | 
Theſc letters lay all open : their delivery —_ 9 
Was the laſt token of poor Harriet's love: -* 
How falſe and ſlippery are the wills of men! We 
— Admit the counſel ; — we'll-take inſtant care * 
To cruſh this treaſon # for the reſt i in band, = 
Delay we dll uo marzo all debate... 
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ter Scroop, Cambridge, and Grey, with others; who,. 

= with the King, . and York, fit down at the 

= b/c, 

K. Her. Surrounded as we are, give us your thoughts, 
ly faithful friends! for ſure none here have cauſe | 

o wiſh us evil. —— Think ye the troops we head, 

in cut their through th' oppoſing Frenchmen ? 

Scr. No doubt they will, if each man do his beſt. 

EK. Hen. Can we doubt that? 

F Camb. There's not a ſingle heart in your whole army, 

That gives not full conſent to all your wiſhes. 

rey. Never was monarch more beloy'd and fear'd, 

Fan is your Majeſty There's not, I think, 

10ng your happy millions, one griev'd ſubject. 

Scr. The men who were your father's enemies, 

ve ſteep'd their gall in. honey; and obey you, 

Pith hearts brimful of duty, and of zeal. 

EK. Hen. We judge no leſs Uncle of Exeter 

Enlarge the man committed yeſterday, 

Por railing at our perſon ; we conſider 

was exceſs of wine that puſh'd him forward, 

And, on more ſerious thoughts, we pardon him. 

Er. Your Majeſty is rich in clemency ; 


160 nd *tis a princely virtue 
3 7 Tork. Kings not more | 
1 By pow'r grow dreadful, than rever'd for mercy. 


Scr. Yet mercy ſometimes favours of ſecurity ;. 

Preſumption ſhould be puniſh'd, leſt example 

© ZFpread by forbearance. 

© og Oh! let us ſtill be merciful ! 

= So may your Majeſty yet puniſh too. 

Cr. You ſhow great mercy, if E fetiow lives, 

fter due taſte of ſharp I 

Ex. O] do not thus, with cruelty's keen breath, 

ow off and ſcatter the feet dew of Mercy: 
hen from the heav'n of pow'r that ſoft rain falls, 

e — ſtate looks freſh ; dominion proſpers, 

ns d parch'd rebellion ſhuts her drowthy gapings. 

ercy is the becoming ſmile of juſtice ; | 

bw =o wakes her lovely, as her rigour dreadful : 
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Either alone defective: — but when join'd, 

Like clay and water in the potter's hands, 

They mingle influence, and together rife, 

In forms which neither ſeparate could beſtow. 
Scr. Well has his Noble Grace of Exeter 

Declaim'd on mercy ! — Mercy is a topic 

Copious and fair; but men who counſel monarchs, 

Muſt ſmile at naked Natnre's moral dreams, 

And, {kilPd in manly rigour, caſt off pity : 

Pity ! that waſter of a prince's ſafety ! | 

What! ſhall a villain-hind defy his King? 8 f 

«A 


Spurn at his laws, and then cry —- Help me, Mercy! 
I would have us'd my ſov'reign like a ſlave, Ky 
And therefore muſt have mercy — Out upon't. = - 
Tis the prieſt's rattle ! Heav'n's ambroſial dict 8 . 
Too thin a food for mortals ! Men wou'd ſtarve on't: 7 
Mercy is ſoft indeed, as his Grace ſays, * 
And fo is rottenneſs in hoarded fruit; 
Yet is ſuch ſoftneſs fo far wide of adding 
To the frvii's value, that, if not cut off, 
It ſpreads contagion, and o'cr-rauns the ſound: 
Grey. Th ns is juſt, and I ſtand up to ſecond it. 
Gamb. He cannot love the King, who counſels mercy. 8 
K. Hen. My Lords! your too warm love and care oi 8 
Are heavy oriſons againſt this wretch : (mc 
But if ſmall faults, ariſing from diſtemper, 4 
May not be wink'd at, how muſt we ſtretch our eye, 
When capital cool crimes, ripe and digeſted, bw 
Shall come before us? — we'll howe'er enlarge him. 
Now to our other buſineſs our French cares. 5 
We have thought fit to name three new commiſſioners, 
For whar, the written cauſes here will ſhow : 
My Lord of Cambridge, there is one to you! 8 
This, Scroop, is yours! This yours, Sir Thomas Grey : 
Read them, and know, I know your worthineſs ! "0 
[Gives them the Dauphin's letters. FR 
Look ! how they change! Why, how now, Gentlemen? 
What find you in thoſe papers, that you thus hs 
Loſe your complexions 1 3 
Camb. Sir, I confeſs my fault; and 'twere in vain 
Now to deny what may be proy'd too plainly ! 


1 
4 
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Grey. 1 alſo own my guilt, 

Scr. We throw us on your mercy. 

EK. Hen. Merey ! Dare Mercy's foes lay claim to 

7 mercy ? 1. 

ou muſt not dare; for ſhame, to think of mercy ! 

our own advice turns ſhort upon yourſelves, 

And worries you, as dogs deyour their maſters. 

hy ſhonld you reap a you envy others ? 

e you, my Noble Lords, theſe Engliſh monſters ! 

My Lord of Cambridge here ! You all remember, 

ow he has ſhar'd our favour ; — yet this man 

Las, for a worthleſs ſum of ſhameful gold, 

onſpir'd to kill us, in the cauſe of France! 
has this knight, though no leſs bound to us, 

acts of grace, than Cambridge But, Lord S croop | 
hat hall I-fay to thee ? thou, who didft bear 

he key of all my counſels ! thou, who miglitſt 

ave coin'd my crown ont into gold to ſerve thee |! 

anſt chou with death to Henry! — Is it poſlible, 

hat foreign hire can bribe my Scroop againſt me ? 

f that vile dæmon who ſeduc'd thee thus, 

Should, wuh his lion gait, walk round the world, 

ie might return, and fay to his fellow-fiends, 

cannot, in my boundleſs compaſs, find, 


3 
) 


1 2 


5 . ne ſoul ſo caſy as that Englihman's ! 
3 how haſt thou with jealouſy infected a 
Ihe confidence of friendſhip ? — A guard here inſtantly ! 
1 Enter a guard. 
Touching our perſon, ſeek we no revenge; 


But we our kingdom's ſafety muſt ſo tender, 
MWhoſe ruin you have fought, that to her laws 
We mult deliver you - Go, bear em hence. 
8 [ Hreum Scroop, Cambridge, and Grey, guarded. 
Ex. This, as an earneſt of Heav'n's favour, promiſes 


5 A glorious iſſue of our nobie enterpriſe. , 
ort. So black a treaſon, ſtrangely brought to light, 
2X Removes a dang'rous rub from England's way. 
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Excter Jooling out. 


The Princeſs, in her way to * 
Enters your Royal camp, and paſſes nigh. 


Enter Princeſs, with Charlot, and attendants. 
K. Hen. Inſtruct my 


I muſt perforce regard you as a foe ; 

Yet cou'd I not permit ſuch worth to fall 
By treaſon, which by arms I ought to with 
O'erthrown — but 


That he whoſe life you ſav'd, ſhould live for you: 
I thought when, in your father's court, I firſt 
Fed my devouring eye with your perfection ; 

I thought, fond novice, and unlearn'd in love ! 


But now, inflam'd by growing admiration,. 
As I come nearer your amazing excellence, 
Dazzled with luſtre, I adore your virtue, 

Feel your whole influence, and am loſt in love. 


This noble gratitude adorns your nature; 

I hope I ſhall not vainly put to trial 

This generons temper of your Royal ſoul : 

If I am half fo dear to Henry's wiſhes, 

As his too-flatt'ring rongue has painted me, 
He will not, cannot, then deny my prayer : 
Accept the terms my father lately d, 
And pay me back the debt you owe my care. 


[Alarm of drums, trumpets, an 


wand Enter Exeter. | 
Ex. The French advance on ey'ry ſide upon us. 
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Prin. Though, by the duty which I owe my country), 
d be glad to ſave, ev'n there. | 
K. Hen. From Honour's leſſons I have learn'd to know, 


I then felt paſſion, which could ne'er be heighten'd ; 


Prin. It pleaſes me, that you thus own my fayour ! 


K. Heu. That were to prove unworthy your ous 
155 


Spreading like miſts, they cloud the neighb' ring hills . 
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ne Dauphin heads them; and they come determin'd 
Wo force us on a battle. 

Prin. Reſtleſs brother! 

nhappy accident ! — O Royal Henry! 

wow ſhall my wiſhes ſpeak, divided thus? 

ind heav'n at leaſt watch o'er thy noble perſon ! 

Ind ſhield thee from the danger of the battle. 

EK. Hen. The night comes on; and 'twere a braver 
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d have their courage witneſs'd by the morning. 
adam! you ſee I am not fond of blood, 
Four furious brother throws himſelf upon me, 
Ind if his country bleeds, he gives the wound: 
EW hatc'er the doubtful chance of war may be, 
bcar ſuch memory of your excellence, 
As cannot die but with me —— Uncle of Exeter 
e it your care to ſec the Princes ſafe 
To Agincourt's near caſtle May you live 
Tong to adorn the world with your perteCtions ! 
Prin. Farewell! and if we never more muſt meet, 
Think 's our fate, and not my choice, divides us. 
E [Fxeunt Princeſs, Charlot, and Exeter. 


* 


E ter Duke of York. 


EK. Hen. Who's that ? — Good York. 
Tord. York, on his aged knees, 

lost humbly begs, ſince the proud foe comes on, 
ie may command your vanguard. 
EK. Hen. Gallant Vork 

Fake, and enjoy with glory, thy brave wiſh : 
Night's fable ſcene is now fo cloſcly drawn, 


WET hen (kill in arms aſſiſt my lab'ring brain, 
And give that conqueſt Valour ſcarce cou'd gain: 
WT he ſouls of leaders muſt inſpire their bands, 

For all War's fate lies in the gen'ral's hands. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


SCENE, A large champain, with the caſtle 5 1 
Agincourt at a diſtance : On the one ſide the Engli/) | 
camp; on the other, the French. 


Enter, on the French ſide, the Dauphin, Orleans, 0:1 88 


Bour. A Y, never go about to diſpute it; 'tis tie 
| beſt armour in the world. " 

Orl. The armour is excellent; but then rob not my 
horſe of his due. - "wh 

Dau. Will it never be morning ? My Lords of 
Orleans and Bourbon, you talk of horſe and armour ; I' 
not change my horſe for a diadem —— Cha-ha — Cha-!1i 
e bounds from the earth, as if his intrails were 
hares ! He's the horſe of the muſes ! the Pegaſus— 
with noſtrils of fire! when I once pet aſtride him, 1 
ſoar! I'm a hawk! He trots through the air; the 
earth ſings when he touches it, and the baſeſt horn 1 
his hoof is more muſical than the harp of Apollo. T 

Orl. He's of the colour of a nutmeg. 57 

Dau. And of the heat of the ginger! Tis a bea!: 
for a Perſeus! pure air and fire ! ——— The dull elc- 
ments of water and earth never appear in him, but only 
m patient ſtillneſs, while I mount him. He is in- 
deed a horſe, and all others of his kind you may call jades. 

Bour. Indeed, my Lord! it is a moſt abſolute and ex- 
cellent horſe ! 

Dau. He is the prince of palfries: His neigh 
is like the bidding of a monarch, and his countenance 
enforces ho | 

Ori. Well, but enough of him, couſin ! 

Dau. Pha! — The man has no wit, who can't, from 
the riſing of the lark, to the lodging of the lamb, vary 
deſerved praiſes on my palfry ! the theme is as fluent as 
the ſea! Turn the ſands into eloquent tongues, and my 
horſe will be argument for them all! Will it never | 
be day ? —— I will trot him to-morrow a mile and a 
half, and my way ſhall be pay'd with Engliſh faces. D 

Th 
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Orl. I would it were morning; for I would fain be a» 
bout the ears of the Engliſh ! ; 
Bour. Who'll go to hazard with me for twenty pri- 
onefs ? © 
: Dar. Alas, poor Harry! He longs not for the dawn- 
ing as we do! What a wretched, pcevith fellow is this 
King of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd followers, 
ſo far out of his knowledge ? 
= Cr, If the Engliſh had any apprehenſion, they would 
run away. 
4 Bour. That iſland of England breeds very valiant 
maſtiffs ! 


Dau. Fooliſh curs ! that run winking into the 


1 mouth of a bear, and have their heads cruſh'd like a rot- 
ten apple; you may e'en as well ſay, tis a valiant flea, 
WT that darcs breakfaſt on the lip of a lion. | 


WE Or. Juſt! Juſt ! = and the men too are 

much akin to the maſtiffs ! rough and robuſt in co- . 
ming on: but they leave all their wit with their wives; 
and then give them great meals of beef, and iron, and ſtcel ; 
and they'll cat like wolves, and fight like devils. 

Dau. Ay; but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly out of beef. 


a — Come, now we'll in, tis about cwo o' clock. 


And — let me ſee, by ten 
We ſhall have cack a hundred Engliſhmen, [Exeunt. 


Enter King Henry, from the French ſide. 


K. Hen. Willing to view 'em near, I've been endanger'd 
Beyond a leader's prudence Here 1 am fafe : 
Let me look back a while, and pauſe for thought. 
The night wears off with flow and heavy pace; 

Now creeping murmur and the poring dark 
Fill the wide veſſel of the univerſe : 
From camp to camp, through the thick ſhade of night, 
The hum of either army ſtilly ſounds ! 
The outfix'd centinels almoſt receive 
The ſecret whiſpers of each other's watch : 
Fire anſwers fire; and through their paly flames, 
Each battle ſces the other's umber'd face | 
Steed threatens ſtecd, in high and boaſtſul neigh, 

ing the night's dull car - and from the tents, 
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The armourers, accompliſhing the chiefs, 

With clink of hammers cloſing rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation : 

The country-cocks crow round us mournful bells 
From diſtance ſend their flow and ſolemn ſounds —— 
The luſty French invite the drowſy morning; 

Proud of their numbers, and ſecure in ſoul, 

They the low-rated Engliſh play at dice for: 

My poor, condemn'd, and thoughtful followers, 

Sit patiently round their ſmall watchful fires, 

And inly ruminate the morning's danger: 

Their lank lean cheeks, ſad air, and war-worn coats, 
Preſent them to the diſtant gazing moon 
So many horrid ghoſts ! —— Oh ! thou Supreme! 
Thou, in whoſe hand alone lies victory! 

Thou maker of the foul, that bows before thee ! 
ee my foes and me —— If thou decrecſt 
To bleſs me with the pow'r of ble others, 
Preſerve my life, for all my pcople's ſafety ! 
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But, if. my death can free my dear-loy'd country, 2 
From any deep diſtreſs my life might cauſe her, 8 
Oh, then, accept me as my ſubjects ſacrifice, = 
And I have liv'd enough. Safe in thy hands 
I reſt. -— Receive me, if I'm doom'd to fall! 1 
And if to triumph, guide me! (Exit. x 
8 
Enter Dake of York and ſoldiers, meeting Exeter and 
ſoldiers. I 3 
York. Stand —— Who goes there ? * 
Ex. The Duke of Exeter. 9 
York. Saw you the King, my Lord ? 9 
Ex. He, Royal captain of our ruin'd band! 1 
Walks out from watch to watch, from tent to tent, IN 
Bids all good morrow, with a gentle ſmile, 8 
And calls them brothers, friends, and countrymen: FP. 
Upan his Royal face there is no note, | 8 


How dread an army has ſurrounded him; 

Nax does. he dedicate one jot of colour 

To che o'erwatch'd and weary night — but looks 
Freſh and ference, and covers apprehenſion + 
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With chearful air, and ſmiling majeſty; 

WT hat every wretch, pining pale before, 

ZDBcholding him, plucks comfort from his looks. 

Tot. —— Oh ! he's a noble King! good heaven pro- 
2 tect him ! 3 . 

=D fighting men they have t 

1 Fe "That's five S one os Pa they are all freſh ! 
= Tcrk. Heaven's arm ſtrike with us! — *Tis a fearful 
=D, Excter, farewell ! Embrace we cloſe, [odds ! 
f we no more meet, till we meet in heaven, 

hen joyfully, my Noble friend and brother | 

Adicu for ever! 

Ex. Noble Vork, farewell! 

© that we now had here but one ten thouſand 

Of thoſe in England who do no work to-day ! 


1 Euter King Henry. 


« 
[5 
* 


bor 


be Exeter OY 
Lo, my good uncle! If we are mark'd to die, s * 
We are enough for loſs ! — and it to live, 9 


I am the moſt ofſending foul alive. Ms 
No; pr'ythee, with not one man more England ; 
Let caſy paſſports make the feartul ſafe. | 
e would not die in that man's company, 
Who fears his fellowſhip to fall with us: 
ncle ! what day is this? 

Ex. St Criſpin's day. 
K. Hen. He who outlives this day, and comes ſafe home, 
Will rouſe him at St Criſpin's well-known name; 
be man who ſees this day, and lives old age, 
Shall early, on the vigil, feaſt his neigh 

nd ay, To-morrow is St Criſpin's day! 
hen will he ſtrip his ſlceve, and ſhow his ſcars 2695 

Did as he ſhall be then, he'll not forget 

hat feats he did this day Then ſhall our names, 
amiliar in his mouth, as houſchold-words, 


E 2 Harry 
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Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, | 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury, York, and Gloſter ! 

Be, in his flowing cups, freſhly remember'd! - 

This ſtory ſhall the good man teach his fon, 

And Criſpin's day henceforth ſhall ne'er go by, 

But we ſhall be remember'd in it! We, 

We few, we happy few ! we band of brothers ! 

For he to-day who ſheds his blood with me, Wo 

Shall be my brother, be he ne'er ſo mean! Eo 
Ex. Now ſhall our country's courage meet a danger, 


Worthy her warrior's wiſhes. 8 

K. Hen. Outnumber'd as we are beyond proportion, 
Solely to truſt our valour, were but raſhneſs ! * E F 
Diſcretion weighs the utmoſt grain of danger: en? 
The ground we cover, by yon village fenc'd, _ 0 
Secures our rear; — on either „ ſtrong hedges, =. 


And deep-trench'd ditches, guard us from approach: 
Line theſe with choſen bands of Engliſh archers, 
And let Sir Walter Orpington command them, 1 
Cloſe let them ſhroud their terror, till the French, 
Strong in fierce cavalry, come pouring on, 
To break our front : then let our archers riſe, 
And drifted clouds of death-wing'd arrows gall 
Their open flanks — Hence will diſorder follow, 
And, ſpreading dreadful, mix their troops together: 
Be that, brave York ! the ſignal for onſet-; 
Furious, attack, and making inroad though them, 
O'er the caſt horſemen, break upon their foot, 1 
And tread down number, weaken'd by confuſion : 1 
What more we would have done, ſhall, as we paſs, bo,” 
Be order'd. — This way, uncle Exeter ! [Excun 
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Enter Orleans and Bourbon. Þ 


Orl. Well! couſin Bourbon, is the foe embattled ? 

Bour. When will the long'd-for trumpet ſound to horſc 
Do but behold yon. poor and half-ſtary'd band, 
Our ſhow-dreſs'd war will ſuck away their ſouls, 
And leave them but the ſhells — the huſks of men! 
There is not work to buſy half our hands; 
Searce blood enough in all their ſickly veins, 
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" M o give each ſword a ſtain — we need but blow on em, 
he vapour of our valour will o'erturn 'em. 

Orl. Tis politive beyond exception, coutin ! 

hat our ſuperfluous crouds, who ſwarm unufeful 
bout our ſquares of battle, were enough 

ro clear the field of ſuch a weaken'd foe. 


Enter the Dauphin. 


Dau. Sound out the note to mount, Ha, ha, ha, — cou- 
"by {ins ! [Sound to horſe. 
Von iſland-carrions, deſperate of their bones, 
Ill-favour'dly become the morning: field: 
heir ragged curtains poorly are let looſe, 
Fans our air ſhakes them, paſſing ſcornfull ly : 

Big Mars ſeems bankrupt in their beggar'd hoſt, 
And faintly through a ruſty bever peeps : 
1 Fl Their horſcmenſit unmov'd, — and the poor jades 

Lob down their heads, drooping the hide and hips ; 
And in their pale, dull mouths, the moldy bit 
125 Lies foul, with chew'd graſs, {till and motionleſs ; 
And their executors, the knaviſh.crows, 
Fly o'er them, all impatient for their hour. 

Bour. The've ſaid their. pray'rs, poor rogues | and 
ſtay for death. 


EY 


Diel. In mere compaſſion we ſhould ſend them dinners ; | 
Theſe Engliſh hate to die with empty ſtomachs. 
bi Dau. Sce | my guard waits me yonder ! —— On to- 
' the ficld ! 


1 | Come, the ſun's high, and we outwear the day. 
| Exeunt. 


Sound of a charge, with drums, trumpets, &c. 
The Genius of England riſes and ſings. 


S. O. N G. 


| Earth of Albion ! open wide + 
BY And give thy riſing genius way ! 
3 Swell with the- trumpet, and trmmph with pride, 


At the glorious renown of this day! 
E. 3 L 20k 27 
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Look ! behold the marching lines ! 
See ! the dreadful battle joins ! 
Hark ! like two ſeas, the ſhouting armies meet! 
Echoing hills the ſhock repeat ! 
Aud the vale rings beneath their ruſhing feet. 


Now hoarſe and ſullen beats the dead, deep drum, 
And mourns in ſad flow ſound the overcome ! 
Now thick'ning loud, inſults the ranks, that yield, 
Hind rolls a rumbling thunder round the feld! 
Now the trumpet”s Brill clangor enlivens deſpair, 
And in circles of joy floats, alarming in air! 
Till the wind, become muſical, charms as it blows,. 
And inflames and awakens the foes ! 
Hark! hart! "tis done . 
VE The day is won 
They bend ! they break ! the fainting Gauls give way ! 
And yield reluctant to their vitter's ſway ! 
Happy Albion . ſtrong to gain“ 
Let union teach thee, not to win in vain { 
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Enter, in confuſion, Dauphin, Orleans, and Bourbor:. i 


Dau. Death to my hopes ! All is confounded, all ! 
Reproach and everlaſting ſhame 
Sit mocking on our plumes ! Ol damn'd witch, Fortunc 
Let us not run away. 
Orl. Why, all our ranks are broke. 
Bour. O!] ſhame beyond example! Let us ft 
ourſelves ! = 
Are theſe the wretches whom we play's at dice for ? 
Orl. Is this the King we ſent to for his ranſom ? 
Dau. Shame, and eternal ſhame ! nothing but ſhame : 
Let us once more fly in, ruſh back again; 
Diſorder, that has ſpoil'd, befriend us now : 
Let us on heaps go die, and hide our enemy. 
Bour. We are cnough yet living in the field, 
To {mother up the Engliſh in our throng, 
If any order might be thought upon, 
Daz. Confound all order now —— I'll to the preſs, 
Let life be ſhort, or ſhame will be too long. LExeun!. 
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t. Tus ConqQuEesT or France. 55 
After another alarm, enter King Henry, Excter, and 
Foldiers, 


Ex. The Duke of York commends him to your Majeſty. 
K. Hen. Lives he, good uncle ! Thrice, within 

| this hour, 

2 (aw him down, thrice up again, and fighting; 

From helmet to the ſpur, all blood he was. 
Ex. In which array, brave foldier ! now he lies, 

7 we ha, and trod in, by the o'ertrampling horſe, 

the plain : — and by his bloody tide, 

3 — to his honour-giving wounds, 

he Noble Earl of Suffolk alſo lies: 

Poffolk firſt dy' d; and Vork, all haggled over, 

Comes to him, where inſteep'd i in gore he lay, 

end graſps him by the neck — kiſſes the gaſhes 

That bloodily did yawn upon his face: 

Then cries aloud, Stay for me, couſin Suffolk ! 

2 My ſoul ſhall keep thine company to heaven, 

1 As in this glorious and well-fought field 

WW c kept together: — On theſe words I came, 

Fand cheer'd him up; he ſmil'd me in the face, 

& Reach'd me his hand, and with a feeble gripe 

aid, Dear my Lord! } commend me to my ſoyercign * 

Cann. he turn'd, and over Suffolk's neck 

; 5 He threw his — arm, and kiſs'd his lips; 
1 And fo, eſpous'd to death, ſcal'd with his blood 

A teſtament of noble-endiug loye ! 

2 4 The moving and ſweet manner of it forc'd 

A flood of grief, which I wou'd fain have ſtopp'd, 

. A But had not left ſo much of man about me ; 

fs For all my mother came into my eyes, 

And gave me up to tears. 

EK. Hen. I blame you not; 

4 For, hearing this, I muſt perforce compound 
Win wat' ry eyes, or mine will gaſh out too. 
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Enter Bourbon. 


Ex. The Duke of Bourbon from the French, my Liege! 
K. Hen. Come you again for ranſom ? 
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Bour. No, King ! 
F come for Reb and charitable licence, 
That we may wander o'er this bloody field, 
To book our dead; and ere we bury them, 
To fort our nobles from our common men; 
This my firſt errand, Sir : 
His Highneſs, the Prince Dauphin, comes to greet you, 
And wou'd, if ſo your Majeſty permits, 
Propoſe new terms, and meet in friendly parley. 
K. Hen. Our car is even open to the call 
Of honourable peace — He has ſafe conduct. 


Enter the Dauphin, the Prince/3 Catharine, ' and Orleans. 


Dau. Once more victorious, and high-fated Henry, 
We meet — Our ſiſter, anxious atter peace, 
And our dread ſovereign and Imperial father, 
Committing to our care tlie public ſafety, 

We come, with mighty though unwilling wonder, 
To own the hand of heaven in your ſucceſs : 
Ten thouſand French lie breathleſs on yon field, 
Of whom. but ſixteen hundred common men! 
On your ſide, if the ſtrange report not errs, 
Beſides the Duke of York and Earl of Suffolk, 
None elſe of name — and of all other men, 
But five and twenty — Heaven ! thy arm was here ! 
When in plain ſhock, and even play of battle, 
Was ever known ſo great, ſo little loſs ? 
But we've not loſt to you — the ſhame of loſing. 
Is overpaid by ſuch a victor's glory. 
Stand in my place; be regent over Francc, 
Ev'n while my father lives, — and when his days 
Reach their nigh period, reign — and join the kingdom 
Take my lov'd ſiſter, and be happy ever! 
For me, prophetic hope foreſhows me comfort! 
I ſhall not long ſurvive my ſquander'd fame. 
Siſter ! farewell z — the reſt we leave to you. | 
| [Exit Dauphin. 
EK. Hen, The Prince, high-minded, ſwells with gen'roi 
And *twere to injure him, to urge him back. [ſorrov, 
Now, ſince I call thefe matchleſs beauties mine, 
Peace (ball break out, and, with enliv'uing luſtre, 
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haſe moiſt affliction from the widow's eye ; 
al ſhou'd be bleſs'd and gay, when you thus ſmile ; 
(ature ſhon'd dance with joy, when love and peace, 
ws twin'd together, ſhade the ſhelter'd world. 
Prin, O! noble Henry! "ſpite of that eſteem 
hy glitt ring virtues ſtrike my wond'ring ſoul with! 
Some ſighs muſt be allow'd to ſad reflection, 
How dear our promis'd joys have coſt my country. 
K. Hen. The tender woe becomes thy gentle nature, 
ompaſſion is the humbleſt claim of miſery, 
And they who feel not pity — taſte not love. 
: uncle of Exeter ! ſend out to ſto 
purſuit, and ſtay the hand of deſolation: 
We muſt not waſte a country we have won; 
Command, that, in their undiſſolv'd array, 
Our ſoot kneel humbly, and our horſemen bow, 
; Aud, ere they take their reſt, pay heav'n its due. 


U, 


Thus have our arms triumphant purchas'd fame, 

And warlike England boaſts a dreadful name; 

1 O ! that the bright example might inſpire, 
And teach my country not to waſte her fire! 

& But, ſhunning faction and domeſtic hate, 

Bend all her vigour to advance her ſtate. 
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